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Luigi Pi!'andello 
Luigi Pi!'andello was bo!'n at Gi!'genti, Sicily on June 
28, 1867, the son of a well-to-do sulphur' mine owne!'. He 
developed a predilection for studies during fuis youth and 
thus gave un the idea of entering the family business. He 
received Hte!'ary schooling at Palermo, the University of 
Rome and the University of Bonn. 
Tho 19-;h a poet in his youth--his first volume of vel:' ses, 
Mal Gtocondo, w.:s published in 1889--Pirarrlello established 
his fame in Italy as a novelist and sho!'t story writer du!'-
ing the first decade of this century. He settled in Rome 
end in 1897 be£2:an teaching at the Roman Kormal College fo!' 
Women. There, in theete!'nal city, he came under the influ-
ence of two fellow-SiciliaD novelists, Giovanni Verga and 
Luigi Capuana • .2!'ic Bentley says it wa.s Capuana who turned 
his interest .from "late-Victorian versifying" to natural-
,, 1stic .fiction.l Steeped in the traditions and folklore of 
his native island, Pirandello pictured in aseries of sto!'-
ies the 1 ife and customs of the people a rro ng whom he wes 
born. Soon after, he started on a path all his own, from a 
,, p~·otoP:!'anhic rep!'oduction of the wo!'ld around him, he pro-
!l 
ceeded to the dissection of the human soul, thus evolving a 
1 - Luigi Pira nde llo, Naked ~'Ia sks , Edited by Eric 3en tley :. 
Dutton Everyman Paperback, New York 19~, App. II, p.337: 
3 
tortuous artistic expressio~ and a style entirely peculiar 
to him. His nov~?l, The Late Mattia Pascal (1904), consid-
ered a masterniece 1n modern Italian fiction, can be called 
!I 
l'i 
·' !! 
'! 
a landmark of this new mood. 
Be~o~e the First World War Pirandello had published 
quite a number of short s tor ie s and two other novels, Suo 
Marito and I Vecchi e I Giovanni. It was at this time, when 
he was almost fifty years old, that be appeared as a play-
•I 
,I !i wr1gbt, rising almost overnight to international renown. 
His clays, translated into nea~ly every European language, 
were presented with equal success on the most important 
t: 
stages of both sides of the Atlantic. From 1910 until 1936,., 
il 
li 
II 
I 
the year of his death, Pirandello wrote forty-four plays. 
Among hts most famous ones are: Six Characters in Search 
of an Author (1921), Henry IV (1922), It Is Sot , If You 
Think· So (1917), Each in E:i.s Own 1tJay (1924), As You Desire 
He (lq30), and Toni.<2:ht \ve Improvise (1930). 
With Mussolini's help Pirandello opened his Art 
'T'heAt~e in Rome in 1925'. His Company played in many of the 
gree~ cities in Europe: fnris, London, Vienna, Budapest, 
Prap:ue and some important cities in Germany. The"also 
traveled to South America where they performed in both Ar- , 
ii 
i' 
g.-entina and Brazil. This man, whose life had been plagued 
by a mentally ill wife and the drudgery of a teaching job 
d 
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j ~ 
which was a necessity since his family bad lost their wealth., 
! 
, now found himself in the arms of success. Eis wife vJas put 
H 
I i! in an asylum and he gave up b~s teaching since royalties 
ii 
enables him tc do so. Be was a fascist since acceptance of 
i! the regime brourzb t him subsidies and publicity. Yet, as 
i' 
:; Eric Bentley pojnts out, his later works show "the pli'-'~ht 
r 
I 
of e Dlaywri:;bt in a fascist state. They show that in some 
de~ree, Pirandello lived in an inner emi~ration like many 
~erman writers under Hitler."l 
This novelist and poet whose works sparkle with the 
truest sense of humor, this playwright who can elicit 
lauiTbter from audiences whenever he Hishes--sornetimes in 
the ntdst of the gloomiest scenes--is truly a pessimist. 
The source of this pessimism lies undoubted!~ in his sad 
experience with his demented wife. Although she died in an 
asylum in 1918, she lived with him during most of the four-
teen years of her illness, making his life miserable with 
;I extreme fits of jealousy. He bore this burden in silence. 
His financial troubles and the rather late success of his 
works also contributed to his nessimistic outlook on life. 
Pirandello is a writer in whom one would look in vain 
I ~--------- ij 
1 - T.uigj. Pir~mdello, 1'J8ked Hasks, Edited by Eric Bentley 
Dutfon Everyman Paperback, New York 1958, App. II, p.JJi' 
i. 
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5 
f'or th! unrestrained '2:ayety which is generalJy as"'ociated 
wHh the conceptiom' of humor. And yet be is a humorist--
one who tortured by the demon Thought observes with a keen 
eye and a sarcastic smile the pitiable miseries of everyday 
Uf'e, the smell t··"agedies thB t people try in vain to conceal 
from others. He sees humanity at the mercy of a cruel 
Nature whose hand is guided only by the caprice of chance; 
pointing out that the only real and tangible thing is human 
sufrering. There is only one comfort, man 1 s illusions and 
hopes even th0ugh they prove to be vain. He gave his plays 
L a general title, Naked Hasks. This title becomes clear 
after one grasps the core of practicaJJy all of Firandello's.: 
' plots. The dualism between appearance and reality, between 
the "mask" and the "face", bas often been a subject for the 
FltaP"e. The idea that man ls not really what he shows the 
world be is bas been dealt with in many a play. But, Fir-
andello goes one step further--and quite a step--showing us 
thet there is no reaU.ty, there is no difference between 
what we i:a ll fiction and what we call real; we find a mask 
where we have torn off another. Not only are we not what 
others think we are, but ;-J e are not even wb..at 1.'1!e think we 
:1 are ourselves. 
'i I· 
Our fate--like Henry IV--is to play a com-
,I 
li 
edy in life even wi tb ourselves. We have chosen or, better 
ii still, assumed a role and -we have the delusion that it is I; 
·. 
! 
6 
reality. So called truth is not important--what matters is 
the truth which each of us builds with in himself. The un-
questionable reality is suffering. 
Luigi Pirandello was awarded the Nobel Prize in 1934. 
He died l n Rome on December 10, 1936. 
,, 
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Letter from Luigi Pirandello to Ruggiero Ruggieri. 
On Yovember 21, 1921, four months before the opening 
of Penry IV, '"'irandello wrote the great Italian actor, 
Ruggiero Ruggieri, the follow in@: letter. It is an account 
of the ideas the author had before writing hl.s tragedy. 
Ruggieri l,Jas the first -1_nterpreter of the character of Eenry 
IV. 
"I she 11 j ndicate briefly what it is about. Antecedent.: 
Around twenty years ago so:ne young aristocratic men and women 
thought of preparinr=:: a cavalcade at a patrician villa dur-
q ing carnival time in which they would costume themselves: 
I 
i 
1 
eRch one of the gentlemen had chosen a historical character, 
;I 
.! il king or prince, with his lady or queen, all on horseback 
; ~ 
according to the fashion of the times. One of these gen-
tlemen had chosen to represent the character of Henry IV 
and in order to do so as best he could, he had taken the 
trouble of studying intensely. He had been obsessed with 
this re sea't'ch for a mor,tb. Unfortunately, on the day of 
the mas0uerade, as he rode in the magnificent parade with 
I 
'I hts lady bes:ide him, due to an unexpected fright of his il 
il horse, be fa 11 s, hits bi s head and upon recovering from the 
tl 
:I 
Jl strong cerebral commotion, he remains fixed as Henry IV. 
Never was it possible to bring him out of the fixation--
I; 
jl 
!'But the most imoo:rtant thing we owe to Dante 1 s home-
land is pj_:randellism ••• Surely no man of the theatre since 
Ibsen had given Europe so totally renewed conceptions of 
the theatre, a more violently original artistry together ·I 
H 
I' ,, 
w;th so personal a technique ••• And it certainly seems as if ·i 
hi.s :revelations a:re still far from be ill g exhausted ••• 
"irtH• delle mi.9.:ht easily remain one of the guidin p; lights 
of the period which is opening." 
Ma rce 1 Doisyl 
1 - 1\1nrcel Doisy. Le Theatre F'rancais Contempo:ram 
La Boetie, Brussels, 1947, p. 272. 
,' 
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8 
jj of P:et+-ing him out of the costume hehad chosen to wear: 
ji 
! the mask, studied with such obstinacy--down to the minutest 
ri 
., 
,, 
•' 
p 
'i 
I 
,j ,, 
ll 
li 
detail--became in him the person of the great and tragic 
empe:ror. Twenty years have passed. He still lives, Henry 
IV, in his solitary villa: peacefully, mad. He is almost 
fifty years old. But, time for him (for his mask which is 
himself) has not passed before his eyes or to his knowledge::, 
time has been fixed in his mind. Old as he is, he is still 
the young Henry IV of the masquerade. 
One day a nephew of his--who humo:rs his uncle's mad-
ne?s, comes into the villa bringing with him a psychiat:rist.! 
The:re is pe:rhaps a way of curing the madman: to give him 
agaln through a violent t:rick the sensation of the distance 
of time. 
The t:ragedy begtns at this point nnd I believe it will 
'Je one of unusual philosophic depth, his own, alive with a 
drama full of not less unusual effects. I shall not give 
you them now so as nc't to spoil the impression of a fi:rst 
reading. Given the situation t:ruly unexpected things hap-
pen. 1hink that he who a 11 ca 11 mad , has :really not been 
so fo:r many yea:rs, but philosophically simulated madness in 
1 ~ I 
orde:r to laugh with himself at those who bel:e ve him mad 
because he takes pleasu:re in that ca:rnival rrBsque:rade which 
p:ives him and the othe:rs an 11 impe:rialness" in that imper-
'I 
.. lt·: .. ---
11 
,: 
d ,, 
I 
--"'f .·.c--·-· __ -_-·--.-o·.- .,_._,-,_·c~ 
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9 
~ally decorated villa worthy seat of Henry IV: and if you 
think that when behind his back, the doctor 1 s trick is put 
into effect, he feigning madness, after terrible trembling, 
i horrible, he believes himself mad for a moment and is about 
to discover his pretense, in that moment he controls him-
i; 
'' self And tekes a revenge that--to leave you a surprise--
!I \! 
I ,! 
! will not tell you. False modesty aside, the argument 
seems worthy of you and of the power of your art. But, be-
fore starting to work, I would like you to tell me anything, 
about it--if you approve and you like it."l 
1 - Luigi Ferrante, Pirandello, Parenti, 1958 Firenze, 
pp. 118-119, (Letter translated literally and sometimes 1 
liberally by Myrna Casas) 
ii 
II 
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Hen:ry IV 
T1uigi Pi :rand ello 
Plot: 
10 
Du:rinp: a masque:rade in ca:rnival time a young man of 
the Italian nobility, no:rt:raying Hen:ry IV of Germany, falls 
from his horse and hits the back of his head. When he 
awakens after the fall be believes that he is truly the i 
Ge rC'la n Empero:r. In order to humo:r his rna dnes s , his sis te:r 
aY>ranges a villa in the style of the eleventh century com-
' :: plete with Secret Counsellors of the court of Henry IV. 
Here su.cb a rna n lives for twenty years as Henry IV. 
As the action of the play begins, Henry IV' s nephew--
: 
the Marquis Carlo di Nolli--comes to the villa with a Docto!1i 
who is to examine the so-called "madman". Also with them 
are: the Ha:rquesa Matilda Spina--who was being courted at 
the time of the pageant by Henry, rer de ughter Frida --en-
r:raged to Di Nolli and the Baron Belcredi--the Harquesa 1 s 
lov e:r--who, it is later implied, had caused Henry 1 s horse 
to rear jn order to harm him. The Doctor, NAt { lda and 
Belcredi present themselves to Henry as characters of the !' 
eleventh century. At the beginn~ng of the Second Act, 
Hat~ Jda is certa ·in be has recognized her because of certain 
:remarks he makes about her now dyed hair having been dark. ,, 
p 
11 
Belcredi ridicules her and the Doctor comes to the conclu-
sion that a cure by shock is necessary. At the end of the 
act we discover that Henry is not really mad but is only 
acting so. In a scene with his four counsellors he tells 
jl 
jJ tbem tha-t twelve years after the ac<rident he had awakened 
to "reality". No longer able to contend with the outside 
. world, he preferred to remain "rna d". 
:l 
In the Third Act the Doctor carries out his scheme of 
shocking Henry out of his madness by bringing alive before 
,, 
!I him the portraits of himself and the Harquesa--painted at 
the time of the pageant --which hang in the throne room of 
the villa. He uses Di Nolli and Frida--who resembles her 
"TTother--as live portraits. The counsellors have already 
explained to the others the t he is cured. Hat i lda hopes 
to recapture her lost love but Henry, furious at this in-
t:rusion upon the life he has chosen to live, rebuffs both 
her and her lover. Confronting these people again is too 
muc'f-' for him. By a most ironical twist, those woo had come 
to cure him only succeed in driving him mad again. Seeing 
tn Frida the Marquesa he had loved, he embraces her rnad ly 
snd when Belcredi tries to take her out of his arms he takes 
a sword and kills the hated rival. All rush out ~n confusio.n 
w~ t h the dying Belcredi as Henry IV gathers his counsellors ;! 
around him, becoming Henry IV of Gerna ny forever. il 
H 
- !! .. ~· 
c ~ 
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Henry IV at the Dawn of the Age of Psychoanalysis 
Pirandello' :- dramatic production began in 1910 with 
t~e publication of La Morsa. It was not until 1916 that he 
d became genuinely interested in the theatre and, at the per-
suasion of some actor friends, started producing quite a 
number of plays. 
Eric Bentley divides Pirandel1o 1 s theatrical works 
into three categories or phases .1 The first of these con-
sists of the Sicilian folk-comedies; the second is that of 
the philosophical comedies; the third and last is one in 
which he "withdraws into a subjective world" and "tries to 
create mythsn. 
;i 
Henry IV, which had its first performance shortly afte~i 
is had been written, at the ;cfanzoni Theatre in Hilan on 
February 21_~, 1922, belongs to the second phase--that of 
the philosophical comedies. 2 It was written a.t a time when 
everyone wa.s concerned with Freud's experiments with the 
human mind. Both Pirandello and the famous "?ather of 
Psychoanalysis", in their respective fields, examined the 
distant recesses of personality; both found the same thing-1: 
l -
2-
Luigi Pirandello, Naked 11asks, Edited by Eric Bentley 
Dutton Everyman Paperback, New York, 19.58-App.II, p.379 !: 
It is interesting to note that Henry IV is the only 
play Pirandello called a "tragedy". 1: 
! 
" j: 
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chaos. The Italian dramatist was one of the first to in-
corporate Freud's ideas into the theatre. The problem of a 
dual personality or of multiplicity of personality is one 
:i of the dominant the me s in Pirandello 1 s theatre. The other 
,, most important theme is that of the relativity of truth. 
i! l 
Henry_ IV, as well as exposing these basic ideas with regard 
~ ! 
:i to illusion and realit;y, stresses the aspiratim s of the 
i! 
:' 
jndividual to create his awn world in this stormy universe. 
The play is an excellent blending of the au thor 1 s two domi- :' 
'i It 
'I ~ I 
nant themes. "The confusion between reality and illusion 
stems directly f'rom the multiple facets of Henry 1 s person-
allty. Henry is not 'real 1 at any one time, but only in a 
comrosite view of his development."l 
The idea of a multiple personality is a ramification 
of the theory of the relativity of truth. As there is no 
one truth, so is there no simple definition of a human 1 s 
self. Human nature changes constantly. It develores im-
pressed by new experiences, going back to linger on past 
ones. It never remains the sam e. The es sene e of a person 
can be understood only through the measure of the total 
sum of his acts. 'Thus, Henry IV lives in a world where 
;,--
1, ------ !; ii 1 
I' ,, 
- Thomas Bishop, "Pirandello and the French Theatre, 
1
: 
New York University Press, New York 1960- Ch.II, p.23. !: 
I 
!i 
. #- ' 
I! 
:1 
n 
,I 
,, 
i' 
' 
\ \' 
I j, 
~ 
14 
truth is relative Bnd his personality is equally relative. 
The ch8racter of Henry IV is a clear case of dua 1 per-
sonality. He bas lived es "himself" before the pageant and, 
for twelve years, as Henry IV of Germany after the pageant. 
F ~~ T.Tpon his a wakening and for e ig)lt years he has adopted the 
!I 
li il personality of t;he G-er":Jan monarch since he cannot face the 
1! 
1,Jnrld from whlch be rn s been absent. He bas constructed a 
:: 
mask for blmself. Tragedy occurs when the outside world--
represented by the Doc tor, Dor1na lVla ti lda, Be lcred i, Di Nolli: 
and Prida--tries to tear away his mask. He can no longer 
exist but as Henry IV of Germany. His J.a st act of killing 
!i his old rival, Belcredi, fuses his two personalities. He 
'I 
lt 
r: kills as Henry IV for reasons which concern his past life. 
ii 
:j 
!i 
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ij Tntentj_on in play~ng the role of Matilda Spina in the Gradu-
,I 
li 
!I 
I[ !I 
ate ~hesis Production of Luigi Pirandello's Henry IV, dir-
ected by Paul Cooper 
Donna ''latilda Spina is a handsome, fashionable woman 
./ 
about forty-five ~ars old. She is a domineering yet ex-
tremely charm~.ti'g perscn very much accustomed to being ad-
mired for ber beauty and wit. A widow for many years, she 
!I 
has li VP J a mean in gle ss life. Her daughter, Frida, is only 
li a to l.:ra ble puppet for her--a puppet in which she sees her-
II 
11 seJ f as she Wp s once, young and beautiful. 
/I 
Her lover, the 
d 
II 
'! I II jl 
I 
:1. 
Ji ~I 
I 
'I I, 
iJ 
n 
!i 
'I 
'fJaron Belcredi with whom she is constantly arguing, is 
younger than she. He is c:nlya source of amusement in her 
life. 
Henry IV had been the ooe 11 true" person in Matilda 
Spina •s li f'e • She had oot had the coura ze to love him be-
cause she felt he was a rrsn who took life too seriously. 
In coming to see Henry IV again, Matilda Spina wis~s 
;I 
11 to f'ind a meaning for lif'e by recapturing a lost moment of 1 
II i! beauty and truth--qualities which have 1 org been absent fro 
ii 
:I her life. She is all affectation, charm, brittleness be-
., 
!/ fore she sees him. After her encounter with him h b , 
II! 8 e ecomeii 
i: more "human". She tries to make him understand tha:t she ,/ 
,, 
;j wishes to make amends for any pain !be i h 
11 m g t have caused 
•i 
:l 
rl 
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im. But it is too late and she is painfully defeated by 
·enry 1 s last speech to her: " ••• She has lived these years! 
,lJe bas en joyed them and has become--look at her--a woman 
~an no longer • II recogrnze ••• 
~a ti lda Spina has, :t n reliving this moment wi tb Henry, 
l'ied to tear her mask off. But, in vain, sre must contin-
«~ to weAr the mask she has long ago chosen for herself. 
II ,. 
18 
I' Donna Matilda Spina 
"Donna Matilda Sp~na is about 45, still handsane, 
although there are too patent si.gns of her attemDts to 
li remedy the ravage'' of time with make-up. Her bead is rather'' 
I 
! 
I 
I 
[, i; 
j! 
:I j) 
i 
!' 
li.ke a Walkyrie. This facial make-up contrasts with her 
beautiful sad mouth ••• " 
It is evident from Pirandello' s initial description of , 
I, the ~1arquesa what kind of wanan she is physically. Of 
;! 
., 
ll 
II 
course, a woman of 4.5 is not an old woman--by far. But, it;' 
'i I j_s an a;:;e where all wo:uen start to worry about getting old. ' 
I suppose one could call 45 years a bridge. Or better 
i.~ 
still, I could give it the usual cruel term of n,niddle age" •. 
I call it cruel s~Dce it signifies that one is on the 
I. 
:: brid"'e and there is no going back. Natilda Spina, thus, 
' 
would be specially careful w5th her make-up; doing it meti-
culously so as to hide the slightly apr:arent ravages of 
time. Also, her lover is younger than she is. This, if 
noth:i.l1~ else, would account for her attempts to look young. 
l\1Pt~lda v.Jould be rather tall. Pirandello describes 
he:r as ni.rnper1.ous 11 when establishing the contrast with her 
., 
,, 
·' ( ~ 
daughter, Frida. She would not necessarily have to be tall 1:: 
•: 
yet a certain bei ght or stature does help. Eor..~r:cver, an 
essential characteristic would be that she carry re rself 
li p with elegance and e:reat poise. Being a woman of prominent 
--it.-:: ·~·-;; ~--.-. .:.:::;:'.=-_-.-_:=---=.-==~-=-·-=~-::::-...-:::: --.:_~~ -~~~:;';'"-:;-. .:-:-~--·. 
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social position she definitely dresses well and fashionably.: 
A 2reat deal is made of the fact that she dyes her hair. 
This is one of tr.e typical ways of disguism gage. 
Hatilda's hair 11ost likely bas started turning grey. She 
has dyed it blonde sin:: e many women believe that light hair 
rives the illusion of youth. Henry IV, in a most cruel 
moment, tells her that she isooly cheating herself in try-
in~ to recapture her lost youth. 
Matilda S-rina is basically vain and shallow. As a 
member of a privileged class she has led a leisurely life. 
Th~s kind of lif'e doesn't necessarily imply vanity or 
shallowness. But many socially prominent people--members of 
nobility--tend to live so called empty lives, lives of 
petty interests: inane parties, small amorous intrigues and 
meaningless Y'elationships. There is no doubt as to Piran-
dello's caustic social criticism in Ws portrayal of these 
people--especially in characters such as Belcredi and 
'viat5_lda Spina. 
This woman has been a widow for many years. 1~othi ng 
is ever said of her husband and it is quite probable that 
he never meant anything to her. 
In saying that she now has as her lover, the Baron 
Belcredi, Pirandello also implies that there probably were 
others befoY'e him. That is possible since she has been a 
p 
I 
:! 
~11 
!I 
.· 
" t ~ 
l 
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' 
•i 
il 
11 vJidow for some time and is still a beautiful woman. The 
!I li autbo:r also says that she provokes facile gossip against 
lj 
,r I he:rse 1 f. She is surely not careful to hide her rae la t ionship, 
tl with Be 1 cred i. This is of course evident in t be way that 
I she treats him. 
I I 
j I Hatilda Sp:i.na has grown old without ever knowing real 
'~ 
II 
1
1 love. She could have had it with He:1ry IV. This is very 
~~ evident when she tells the Doctor about seeing before her 
;i 
;I 
lj every now and then "a pair of eyes glaring at us with a 
lj 
j! conts ined intense promise of eternal devotion". She tries 
·' i: ,: 
;: to laugh at this but is obviously hiding her own regret tha ti' 
I! li 
/I 
:l 
1• 
i 
she laughed at Henry's eternal devotion. 
had the courage to accept Henry's love. 
But she had not 
He took life too 
·, !I seriously and she was too young to take it so herself. 
I' 
Thus, she made fun of his seriousness--of his love for her 
il ond tn doing so hurt him very deeply, 
i 
li 
li 
' 
.j 
;I 
il I, 
I! 
/I 
I' 
,\ 
H-
1: 
" 
., 
I 
li 
By seeinr; Eenry ap:ain MatildB> Spina wishes to find a ! 
meaning for life by recapturing a lost moment of beauty find 
truth. This is the sptne of her role. She is in a feve l' of: 
,,. 
,, 
excitement before she sees him. After she has seen him and !: 
'I 
is certain that he has recognized her, she tries to make him!! 
understand that her pity for him is very ~reat. 
In Act II - Scene II, when she speaks to Henry of 
:··Iatilda of Tuscany, she is definitely speaking of herself. 
,, 
" 
.,..... 
'-
- -i:·.-c-~ .. 
•'i 
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., Here she is desperately trytng to reach him--trying to find !: 
i' out if he still cares for her--trying to tell him that she 
il 
!j 
II li 
I i1 !i 
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\I 
!! 
still cares for him, that she wishes to atone for the harm 
she might have caused him. 
In Act III, after having learned ~rom the Counsellors 
tbRt Henry is cured, she is triumphant--thinking that she 
mi17ht have a chance of achieving her purpose. She has hopes; 
of recovering his love until the very last moment of the 
nlay. However, it is too l8te and Henry absolutely destroys 
her wben he tells her that she has lived her life and en-
joyed it wh~le he has lived his in his own way. There is 
no going back. Thel'e is no possibility of recapturing that:; 
moment of beauty and truth. Matilda Spina rushes aut as 
Eenry wounds Belcredi. Her last words are truly signifi-
cant, "He's mad. He's mad." It is her only way of masking 
the truth. It is preferable to label those that face us 
with the truth as rna dmen. 
'Pirandello called his plays ''Naked Masks". The super 
objective of this Play is to 11unmaskn in order to show that 
i 
the naked masks are only other' masks which human beings 1; 
fashion for themselves. 1'-latilda Spina tries to tear her 
mask but it has been too long with her. She must wear the 
one--however distasteful--that she has chosen fer herself. 
ii 
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Production Log for the role of Donna Nati lda Spina in 
l; 
n 
:t Henry IV by Luigi Pi ra nde llo 
/' Harch 14- ):30 P.H. 
I 
,j 
!I 
We metwith Paul Cooper today. He will rehearse the 
:: !I first scene with the four counsellors during this week. 
!I 
He asked us to read the script over and be iS miliar with 
it. 1tle start readinf and blocking on Saturday. 
::Vlarch 15 -
Read the play again today--for about the tenth time--
I th tnk. How am I going to get any kind of relations hip 
with Belcredi? Don't like him at all. Will have to work 
on something. Must discuss this with Paul. 
Ma r c h 18 - 10 : 15 A • M. 
!I Paul explained what these~ more or less looked like. 
'I II 
:: We don't have a ground plan yet. We ran th!'ough Act I, 
i! 
Scene II and blocked it. Found something in long speech 
:; on page 156 when I look a.t Henry's Picture -on lines, 
,, 
II !l "I've always thought it comic ••• " Pause and change of 
II ,, 
:: beat before I say line. I remember him as young and nthe j: 
li ~I eternal look of fidelity in his face" comes ba:::k. Painful 
il memory. It was rather an "unconscious" change of beat. 
i 
-.;;:: 
i-
' H 
!I ii i 
' Paul said he ltked it. That's what he wants there. Found i! 
;: 
23 
~~h 18 - Afte:rnoon 
~We :read Act III, Scene I. I must not feel sor:ry fo:r 
il 
li 
I! myself as Ha ti 1 d:l • I pity her but must not car:ry ove:r that 
/I feelin~ when I play the characte:r. We blocked the scene II 
il 
ri and went th:rough it twice. Relation to Belcredi not so 
I! If i! difficult anymore. Jim Haney helps. 1rle discussed the 
d il 
. I business of ou:r relBt ion ship • It must be understood clear lyi ! 
li 
1 ii 
~ ! 
II 
fl 
I. 
that we are lovers • The constant bicke:ring is al:ready a 
habit. Pi:randello says: "what he is fo:r he:r at bottom, he 
alone knows". I should know also. The:re must be a ce:rtain, 
j ~ 
attraction between them--if only physical--at least that •.. 
PeY'haps that could be enough justification for the :relation-1 
!; 
shin--fo:r the moment. She tends to be melancholy; he is 
!1 cynical and a wit. This might also account fo:r it--being 
!i opposites. Thus she is att:racted to him because of his 
:\ 
Ji love of joking--his seemingly light and fun ma me:r. 
i/ Went th:rough Act II, Scene I tonight. Have some lines 
!, 
!/ memo:rized. Will have this act by Monda y--I hope. 
d 
Sta:rted b:reaking down sc:ript, beats, actions, etc. 
Ma:rch 19 
Read the o:riginal in Italian. Found a few things that' 
have been ch8nged or left out, also some lines that a:ren 1 t ; 
il 
I, --~~--------~~~~------------------------------------------------~-----------
24 
Belcredi smiles slightly when T say, " ••• can you tell me 
why, from the outset, he showed a strong dislike for you, 
for you alone?" 'Ibe directi:Jn is cut in the version. That 
sltght smile should be there. Will tell Paul. Jim thinks 
j_ t sh o 'J ld be there too • 
Learned the beginning of Act II, Scene I. 
Narch 20 
Had a meeting this afternoon about our schedules. 
1.-iill we ever get this going? I am terrified already. 
!I Know Act II, Scene I. 
d 
March 21 
II 
li 
11 Found a description of Matilda of Tuscany--also a 
:! 
li nic ture in the Book of Costume by Millia Davenport. She 
;I seems to have been a formidable woman. Matilda Spina, in 
/! her shallow youth, must have felt rather strange impersrn-i! !: 
1: F.~ting such a marvelous character. I suppose she didn't 
:r !I 
though. She wasn't realJy too much of a person in her 
,, 
·' ii youth --and she is n 1 t now. She has lived a meaningless life. 
l! 
March 22 
Rehearsal tonight. We finished blocking Act I and 
went through it twice. First time with Henry IV. Scene II~; 
is terribly difficult. 
.. ,, 
Henry talks all the time. 
i 
!l I have :1 
There is a definite moment 
!' 
'! 
i 
', 
:I I, 
I, 
,I 
I' ,I 
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:1 
lj 25 
!, 
i· 
:j where I start wondering if he will :really :recognize me. 
I, 
ii 
\ 11 Tren, I am convinced he has. 
1: 
j! Harch 23 
Afternoon :rehearsal. \•Je went through Act I, Scene III.· 
:: Only Ph11 and I were there. 
'I 
The rest were stand-ins. Phil 
II I· 
:1 and T did an imp:rov isa tion before :re he a rsa 1. He was a man 
I had come to see after twenty years. He had played an 1: 
., 
11 important part :i.n my life and now was dying. I r;uess we 
li 
achieved s ·:-me thing. I didn 1 t think we would, am always 
ii 
11 skeptical about imo:rovisations when I '~n in a play. I pre-
fer to r ehearse and get blocking over with--lines le~rne d. 
Still we did get something going in the improvisation. It 
:b.elped me in terms of 1'iat ilda--as far as the expectancy of 
see-ing Henry again is concerned. 
Found the exact place where I know he has recognized 
me. I thourrht it tn be on, 11 I ass u:re you that you too, 
1'11adam, are ir1 masquerade ••• " page 170. But, it comes be-
f'o:re that--on nage 169--when he begins, "Has it never hap-
nened to you, my Lady, to find a different self in your-
SFlf?n I, of course start wonder~n-~ way before when his 
"your hair WlS brown" shocks me out of my wits. 
Ve had a short rehearsal toni':ht and blocked A.ct II, 
Scene I I 
/i 
li 
iJ 
' 
_- ·!:-
,, 
,, 
' 
Fini.shed all beats tonight. 
i 
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II 
.I 
H !' 
Started vJriting on physi- ii 
I 
I cal cheN1cteristics. 
Ha rch 2!-t 
Afternoon rehearsal - 1:.Je read through Act III and dis- ' p 
1: 
cussed it. 
We blocked Act III tonight. Rather improvised and 
Have to get used to this method. 
Have to be told exactly where 
to go and +;ben I can start doing. Getting impatient--
rather annoyed today. 
lTarch 25 
Rehearsal at 10:00 A.M. People showing up late. Not 
my bustness to complain. 
Went through Act II, Scene I twice. Know lines fairly 
welJ. Did first part of Act I, Scene II twice bef~re lunch 
break. 
Afternoon rehearsal. We did Act I, Scene III. Phil 
did it without book and came out fairly well. I can start 
really listening to him now. Marvelous things happen some-!; 
times. I got so involved in what Phil was saying that I 
ended up crying. Tbout;ht it would be an extremely difficult! !: 
scene but now T don 1 t think it will be--not too much. All ' 
27 
:) nite "as if" thst does help. I find that I can't use too 
I many of these. I can just recur to one or two on certain 
I moments during a nlay. Very few moments, I'm afraid. 
Still, they do help. 
: ! 1~Je went tr rough the beginning of Act ITI quite a num-
ber of times and got the very first scene (all a "tumble of 
lines") quite well. Let's hope it all works that well • 
u 
J I I , 
. I I 1: 
II Everyone there for rehearsal. It seems to be taking some 
kind of shape. 
!I ~Ta reb 26 
i< 
:! i
1 
Line rehear sa 1 at Phil 1 s this afternoon. We went 
!I 
~ : 
through Acts I and II. Never liked line rehearsals. Pre-
:I !f fer to rehearse on set. 
!! 
Learned Unes for all of Act II tonight. Know them 
pretty well. 
March 27 
Rehearsal this morning from 9:30 till 12:00. VJe ran 
through Act II, Scene I quite a number of t irues. Jim de-
;
1 
cided he 1 d tru ch my hand in bit after I cross to him on 
I! \! 
' 
"Hhich is very ':rea t, I would ask you to be lie ve''. (page 
177) There must be an immediate attraction then a repul-
s ion emerging from it • He does rna ke me un comfortable. 
That's good motivation for my interrupting the Doctor with 
.. tj 
II 
!I 
;. 
~ . 
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H 28 
II llne about V~~hether the car bas come back or not. 
1, 
1/ 
j outv-Jard manner of Natilda as soon as she enters. 
Pa 11l and I talked a bout my establishing the brittle 
She is 
I ~ I 
outv-Jardly a cynical b2rd woman. I thought from the first 
readinp:s that she was like that all the way through. She 
I 
I 
does have something· likeable about her. She VIIBS attracted 
to Henry but was too much of a coward to accept him. He 
I 
took life too seriously and she had thouf:jht this dangerous 
i i! at the time of their courtship. Yet, she bad meant to tell 
II 
!1 
II 1: 
him she real} y didn 1 t dislike him but then came the ace id ent;i 
!: 
" !I 
:/ 
'I !I II 
'I 
ii 
il ;: 
i! 
d 
--this she tells Be lcredi. 
,Tim asked an interesting quest ion. Do you (]_\1a t ilda) 
love anyone? I answered, No. She didn't have the courage 
to love Henry when she was young. This is the reason why 
'I 
I! she comes to see him, thus, to recapture a lost moment and 
~~ make amends for the pain she might have caused him. 
II 
I! 
'' 
:i 
I ;i 
II 
I /i 
II 
!I 
II 
!I 
:I 
!I 
--r 
,I 
il d 
:I 
!I 
Rehearsed Act II, Scene II this afternoon. Went 
trrough it five times. I left about 2:30. Know lines for 
Act II pretty well. Studied Act I tonight. \vant to know 
lines by Wednesday. 
Harch 28 
v!e nt tbr ough Act I, Scene I this morning. Have to be 
more bitter. Paul says there must be more steel in her 
character--have to share Belcredi's fun. Eave to play 
i 
·' 
-f 
!/ 
I' 
I 
Dtd Act I, Scene II from 1:30 - 3:00. It went pretty 
nicely. Have to relate to Belcredi who is on fa:r d. st. r. 
I'' while I am on d. st. 1. 
I i/ 
, II 
1>lill see about that tomo:rrow. 
I 'I ~ I 1 I 
I 
rl 
d 
ii I. 
,I 
II 
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'I li 
:, 
ii 
'I 
,j 
!I 
!i 
Phil wants mo:re :reaction from me when he says "you:r bair 
was brown". I·Jill have to see about that too since it 
doesn't register immediately and he turns f:rom me at that 
moment. 
We did Act III till 5:00 this afte:rnoon. =Jot coming 
too 1.-Je 11. It's ha:rd to get into it jumping f:rom Act I. 
Studied lines tonight. Have to get Act I learned. 
Ma:rch 29 
We ran th:rough the first pa:rt of Act I, Scene II. 
Sta:rted playing against sentimentalism. Did the scene as 
lightly as I could. Paul said it was better this way and 
that this was what he wanted. Rehea:rsing i.n 210 is much 
bette:r. Set seems smalle:r but is now easier to :relate to 
.i people • 
ii Afternoon rehearsal. 'le went tbr ough the first part 
I! of' Act II, Scene I. Did it twice. Paul said to keep what 
ii 
Jl I was doing. Most of it seems unconsciru s by now. 'rhis 
.I 
!J' 
! always happens when I know a scene. Can't explain what it 
il q 
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30 
is. Sometimes I don't know what I've done. V.Je cut out 
i! Belcredi's touching my hand. Paul didn't like it. He 
!i l: li chRn-:red the Doctor's blocking during part of this scene. 
II 
li 
11 \vas a little bothered by blocking changes but I guess we 
" li had to adjust a bit to 210. 
I
!_'! Act I, Scene II was a torture. Hardly got through it. 
I II 
i1l I guess I must be patient since it is extremely important 
tj 
for Paul and Phil to get it all cleared up. 
I il 
,11 Terribly tired today of standing all the time. 
,' H 
;I 
II all lines ra_._her well. !i 
il 
Got rid of book. 
. i! 
. ;! 
'i 
Know 
'i 
'I 
'ltle did Act I, Scene II this morning. ;• Still have to be !l 
1: 
crisp and bitter. Have a tendency to sentimentalize yet. 
Parts when I don't S-:Jeak and just listen are difficult--
snecially when people don't know their lines. That whole 
first scene has to be played more lightly. There :nust be 
:: ,, 
!J definite contrast with Act II. Then she is more intensely 
~ ~ 
involved in the sltuation--after having seen him. 
Did Act I, Scene II during beginning of afternoon. 
It came off better today. Cried again. Still don't feel 
enough pity for Phil. 
I 
; 
·' 
li 
' II 
II 
H 
i 
I 
Did Act III ln the afternoon also. It was horrible theji 
I l) 
il 
-----r----·-- ' 
·l I· 
,I 
il 
!i 
·' l; 
first time we ran through it. Am worried about everybody I 
else's lines--have to stop that. Pau 1 said we must come I 
If· 
1: 
!i [I 
'• 
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li 
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ll 
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il out exhausted ... - acting is exhaustion. The III Act is 
I 
I! 
il 
II I 
II j! 
terrible--I wonder if there is anything I can do. 
to talk to Paul. Having a private rehearsal with him on 
!i Saturday after noon. 
II 
l! 
II 
!I 
II 
!I 
il 
I! 
il 
" 
II 
II 
J; 
if !j 
" 
~ct III was better the second time we ran it--still 
needs a lot of work. Phil gave me a lo0k of disgust when 
be flnally tells me I've grown old. It was quite good--
told r'im to keep it--it was like a slap in the face. 
Paul says I must work on Youngish mannerisms when I 
talk to Henry. Try to give him the effe:ct that I am still 
young. 
obvious. 
~~ronder how I can go about this without it being too i1 
i! 
!' I know exactly what he means but don't knew if it 
IJ 
jj will work w'i th Matilda. Will have to discuss this on Sat-
'i urday also. He spoke about carriage and said I would have 
to carry myself better. Have been slouching lately due to 
pa~n in back. Hust start to straighten up. 
March 31 
No rehearsal today on account of its being Good Friday.r 
Read through play agatn to be completely sure of lineli. 
April 1 
Will have to see about make-up. Ha~e a slight problem 
since Mat5lda is supposed to look like a middle aged worran 
who ts trying to look young. Eow can I do that without 
11 
il 
li 
il 
.cc·.c-coc=+.-ecccc_· 
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:i I: being young myself? 
II 
Will ask Mr. Hirsch and Mr. Thommen 
rt il about this. 
]\1et with Paul this afternoon. We are go ~ng to change li ~I 
Jl first entrance somewhat. He wants me to top the Docter 1 s 
I' II I first line. 1Ne went thro·Jgh some of the Act I Scene II 
j lines. Decided I still must be more brittle. Paul says to 
I 
·,*.,=,_,-=· 
!I 
·I 
~~ nlay role as cerebrally as I can. Fe says I'm teo warm-
11 
li hearted anyway. He wants that first scene to be more lively;i 
II --fast and bright. 
I 
I 
I 
l1 A nri\:hearsa 1 tonight from 7:30 to 12:00. 
II bearsal especially after being away from the p:ay since 
Terrible re-
II Thursday. I'/Iy first scene was abso~utely horrible. Didn't 
il play my action once--have developed a block against that 
r ,I 
II 
il 
first scene. Worried about not being brittle. Paul says 
T still have to be sharper and hard. I don't know how to go 
on from here. Rest of the play is not that troubleso:ue. 
H 
11 Tp.lked to ~·~r. Hirsch. He said he'd come on Wednesday 
t! 
~md then would talk to me in Paul's presence. 
April 4 
Run through ton~~ht. Lighting rehearsal--grueling. 
', 
d 
,, 
IJ 
II 
'I 
li 
'Pp.ul satd he couldn't hear me. Started projecting I! 
,~--and 
'I 
'I 
.I 
I. I; 
lj 
" 
th•l 
I! II 
!i 
il 
I! 
oddly enoul!h found a key to the first scene. Since 
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voice comes out stronger and more imposing, it gives a cer-
tein strength and even brittleness to the character which 
11 wa sn 1 t th2 re before. 
.I 
Not so discourased today. I find my-
;; 
,, 
II 
I 
I 
I 
I, 
'I !, 
II 
I! 
ij 
\I 
II 
'I I, 
li ,, 
I/ 
:I 
H 
'I 
jl 
,I 
II ,, 
il 
I 
il 
il 
' !I ,, 
seJf lookins at Belcredi after Henry says his horse was 
pricked. I wonder whether it was he who did it. Jim says 
it rna ke s him l.ook away. 
I asked ~1r. ThorrJmen about make-up. He said to use 
rour:e low on cheeks and have line over lashes turn down 
instead of up--also turn corners of mouth down. W:ll see 
on Tbursda y how that works. 
~ried on costumes in the afternoon. The first Act 
ern t i..s very beautiful. A~ very pleased with it. With a 
besic black dress, hat gloves and bag it will all be very 
fashionable. Tried on the Matilda of Tuscany dress and bad 
it fitted. Am wearing a wine-purple mantle for the Duchess 
Adelai·:'le. Terrifically fast change in the first Act from 
Donna Nati lda to the Duchess P.delaide. Will have to see 
about this on Thursday. Also have a quick change from the 
Second to Third Act since there is no intermission. 
li 
'· d April 5 
,il 
:: 
li Run through tonight. Started to wear heels in order F 
II 
li Projecting 
~ r 
1: bit towards getting the dominant and brittle 
Still not 
fl 
I' 
veryli 
·~ 
;i 
II 
II ll 
il 
I! 
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The Second and Tbird Acts are not much trouble. I can 
more easily carry out my actions after I have seen Henry. 
Mr. Hirsch and Mr. Watts were present. Both Fa ul and 
I are seeing Mr. Hirsch tomorrow morning. 
1
1 
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Saw Mr. H1rsch this morning. Paul was present. He 
(Firsct) says T must not be afraid to be phony in the first 
scene. He says I'm hold~ng back which is quite true. 
;i always difficult to let r;o and be affected. He suggested 
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1 overplay this scene toni?ht. It's strange that I can 
play honesty rather well but it is most difficult to be 
affected. :Hr. Hirsch also suggested I cba rm the devil out 
of every man in the play. He said there was need of thea-
tricality in the scene as far as my character was concerned.:! 
!• 
!J!ust write an intention for the Acting Committee. 
Went over recapturing accident scene with Paul this 
afternoon. Did itagain with Jim. Finally got lines well. 
~hat scene has been going down, down, down. 
Run through wj_ th costumes. Used make -up and I did 
look older but not very much so. Costumes are very nice--
espec'i.ally the first scene one. Will wear the black dress 
in the Second Act. First change to Adelaide costume was 
disastrous. Hsd hardly any time for it. We rehearsed it 
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lj twice after the show was over and organized it so that Kay 
II .I Sullivan would take what I took off (coat, hat, bag) and 
li 
11 Prank Childs would then immediately pin on mantle. It 
I 
11 worked the second timE' we did it but I hardly made it on 
I' 
I hate to be bothered about this. li time for my entrance. 
'1' Hight as well forget about it. 
!, Have time to change into Matilda of Tuscany costume 
" p 
ii for Act III. Fiasco 1 When I rushee up towards Frida and 
i 
~ ; 
,, ii Di Nolli at the beginning of Act III, -we all stepped on 
I' 
·I fi 
I' 
each other's cloaks. We rehearsed that also after rehearsa~ 1 ;r, 
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'I I! 
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>! 
and I made a point of coming in before I usually do so as 
to have enou~h time to get up the stairs and to Frida and 
Di 'l\Tolli. 
'Paul said I ',~as better to night and thR t it was all a 
mg tter of projectlng now. 
vve had to rehearse Act I, Scene III after everything 
-was over. I -was dead tired and got furious. Charged right 
i.nto the scene. Both Jim and Don said they had never seen 
me do it better. 
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Critique performance. 
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Had a meeti[f' wi.th the Faculty after performance. 
!l 
Pau~! 
1, was there. 
H 
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Mr. Hirsch read my intention. 
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H'r'. Watts said rna ke -un was not emphatic enough. 
Mr. Thommen suggested neck job o'r' a scarf a'r'ound the 
:I !j neck so as to suggest that wrinkles are being covered up. 
II Will mAke up neck since a scarf would not go with the ac-
111 tual costume. 
1/ Mr. Ehrensperp:e'r' said I was too detached f'r'om Hen'r'y 
I' 
Don't know why he received this 11 :tn my first scene with him. 
!f ~mpression since that is when I am ve'r'y much involved with 
!: 
!i 
II him. 
I fecto::: ~~\::r;: 8:h::e::~y ~ould like to see more af-
'1 I,
II 
li M'r'. Hirsch said I should still wo'r'k on charm because 
of a<?e--she must be the cente:r of attention at all times. 
,, M'r'. Kazanoff said he didn't see me 'relish tre fact 
'I ,, 
li that Hen'!'y ha.-1 'recognized me at the beginning of the 
H !i 
l[ 
Second Act. He said to play it as if I had a marvelous 
sec'!'et. He also thinks I should have a p'r'op--like brace-
lets--for first scene. (Mr. Thommen su:sgested big earrings) 
Don't like this idea of using baubles. I don't think she 
't (the Marque sa) would use loud jewel'r'y. 
·I 
I• 
!\ : M'r'. Hirsch said I should relate more to Frida when she 
comes i.n 
!! 
II 
I! 
dressed as the Marquesa of Tuscany. He said to 
doll her up and fuss over her. 
M'r'. Ehrensperger concluded saying that I looked 
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Viennese. Don't know ho;..J to tB ke that. He asked me what 
!; kind of nar>ts I had nlayed before. I said that it had al-
l, 
Jl ways been sad-soulful women. He said I looked chic--like 
I 
I 
~I 
II 
I !, 
something out of "Lady Windermere's Fan". I took it as a 
compliment. Paul did too. 
;1r. HiY'SCh said that certainly there was an improve-
ment since Wednesday. 
'I 
!1 April 8 
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We ran over a number of difficult scenes. We worked 
over our (Belcredi, Doctor and I) description of the acci-
0ent in order to get cues rip,ht. We did first entrance in 
,. 
II 
II 
Act I, Scene II and T think we finally have it right. Paulf: 
il 
!l 
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II 
I· 
Jl 
changed it sliq;htly and now there's a slieht pause before 
I come in. ~e aJso did Act II, Scene II with Henry. 
Anr~l 9 
Afternoon rehearsal. Paul gave a few notes in rela-
~ion to what Faculty told him. 
'!tJe must strengthen our attitudes towards wearing the 
costumes. 
Notes ~ter Act I- No notes in particular for me. 
Paul thinks it is coming along better. 
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Have decided not to use all the jewelry. I think the I! 
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Notes fo!' .Act II and Act III - After Landolph' s s ugge s-
1
j 
li J! tion that I d!'ess up as Matilda of Tuscany I should be mo!'e 1 
II 
II 
!I 
II 
il L 
I! 
II 
il 
i 
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II 
I• !I 
pleBseEi at the fact that it is ce!'tain Hen!'y has !'ecognizeEl 
me. 
Ap!'il 10 
Told M!'. Hi!'sch this mo!'ning I wasn't going to weal" 
the b!'acelets. He said it had only been a suggestion and I 
didn't have to weal" it if I didn't !'ea lly want to. 
Thommen said he thou¢1 t I should think about wear ing them. 
They don't necessarily have to be cheap looking bracelets. 
Thought about that this afternoon and realized I :-1as betng 
" 
,, li li 
il stubborn since I do not particularly like b!'acelets myself. ;: 
ii Found a 11 I had (foUl") and wo!'e them in performance. They 
il 
'I i! did help--in fact quite a lot. 
n 
1! Thought the performance in general was qui.te good to-
,: 
i 
!; 
ni~ht. Was plet=?sed--as much as I can be--with myself. Not' 
as nervous as Friday. Took M!'. Kazanoff 1 s suggestion about 
re lish:tng the fact that Henry had !'ecognized me. It was 
like telling both Belcredi and the Doc to!' a mal" vel ous se-
c!'et. 
I! ,, 
June Lew in said the!'e was a big diffe-rence in my per-
1
·1 form" nee to night. 
i 
11 helped. I was also mo!'e su!'e of myself. 
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Matinee performance at 4:00. Th~ught first Act was 
drB!7,R"ing--J1m thought the same. v'le ~)oth tried to pick it 
Ur' but cou,dn't. Wander what went wrong. Thcmght last 
ni7ht's performance was the best--for me at any rate. But 
then, when I start being sure of myself I can 1 t tell how 
things have turned out. I wish we had more perfonna nc es--
we a:re all starting to give something now. 
Met with the Faculty after the performance. 
M:r. Thommen said that I hadn't played what Pi:randello 
asked for in the desc:rintion. Since Spina means thorn I 
i: 
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li d should have played that. Ee 
I! also said I should have played 1: 
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?i:randello says her head is like that of a a Walkyrie. 
H 
:i Walky:rie. I didn't tht:1k she should be much of a Brunhilde n 
li I il 
:really but it was a very interesting and valid comment. He 
also :reminded me that ~-1atilda of Tuscany led he:r troops in 
battle. 
Mr. Kazanoff asked whether I had ever felt I was in 
the eleventh century with Henry. I said I did feel so to 
1j a certain extent in Act I, See ne III when I see Henry for 
!i li 
:1 the first time. He also asked when--if at any time--the 
audience sees he:r taking off her mask--or at least trying 
li to take it off. 
!I 
II F.enry in Act II, 
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She does so desperately when she follows 
Scene II when she tells him that Hat ilda 
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of Tuscany has interceded i.n his favor. I t:;ried desper-
ately to make him (Henry) see that I had loved him and that 
I knew He had loved me once. This is the only real moment 
in the play where she can try to get across to him. He 
(Kaza.noff) asked me about my relationship with others than 
Belcredi. I had worked relationships with Henry, the Doctor 
and Frida. I tried to charm the Doctor during 1h e first 
scene in Act I but then, as the play developed I started to 
get annoyed at his spouting all that clinical jargon. I had 
a sllght tolerant attitude towards Frida and really r:aid 
attent~on to her only when she appeared dressed as Matilda 
of Tuscany. The only moment I felt like comforting her was 
at the beginning of Act III and then only to quiet her down 
since she was starting to o:et hysterical. 
Mr. Kazanoff also asked if I was aware of Belcredi's 
jealousy. I said that I was when he says he is offended but 
that I was not purpos-ely making him jealous. I am already 
too interested ln Henry to even bother about him. 
Mr. Ehrensperger asked about my attitude towards Di 
Nolli. I said I felt no thing for him and only COYJS ide red 
him as just someone who would take Frida off my hands. Per-
haps I involved myself too much in establishing a relation• 
ship with Henry and Belcredi~ 
Mr. Watts asked how I wotJld defend this as a thesis 
role. I said that the challenge in playing this part was a 
=:====~===========================================================~====== 
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tremendous one because I have always been typed cast into 
completely different pa~ts in which I was anything but strong 
and phony as Matilda Spina is. I believe that Act I- Scene 
II by itself had been the most difficult thing I b:lve ever 
attempted to do. He seemed to accept my reasons--but I am 
not quite sure about it. No one made any further comment. 
~rs. Mackl1n said my speech had improved very much but 
th8t I still had trouble with fast speechea. She could 
understand almost everyth'ng that I said - excel?t when I 
spoke fast. Took this as a compliment - perhaps the only 
one. 
Mr. Hirsch summed up by saying that he had seen im-
provement since Friday. He was surprised to see me wearing 
the bracelets and said be definitely thought they helped. 
He said there was theatricality and dominance in the first 
scene. Fe also thought relaticn ships with everyone were 
better. Thus, he felt that I had achieved something in t~se 
terms. 
I was asked wre ther I had any questions for them. I 
was too tired and tense (at both critiques) to think of any-
thi.ng. 
Afterwards Mr. Nicholson said he had d ef ini tel y believerl 
I felt I was in the eleventh century with Henry during Act I-
Scene III. 
\ 
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April 12 
Some people have come up to me saying that they liked 
my performance. Don't really believe them mu.ch. I could 
certainly have had more fire in the first scene. The play 
is over and I'm still worrying about it. Must wait a little 
while befol'e I Wl'ite any conclusions about it all. Too 
close to the production still. I must let it all cool off 
and then write my hindsights and conclusions. Too much talk 
go:tng on. 
===~================================~==== 
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HindsiP"hts and Conclusions 
The fi~st thin~ that comes to my mind is lack of time. 
One always complalns about this. One always believes that 
it could a 11 have been better had one had more time. This is 
t~ue in the case of Matilda Spina. I felt I was achieving 
something with the pe~forma nee on Monday night. I was getting 
confidence and had started finding new things when the next 
day it was all ove~. But, it is of no use to complain now. 
The impo~tant thing is that I learned something--even if ve~ 
little. (It seems so now, perhaps late~ on I shall find out 
I lea~ned more.) I have definitely found out how difficult 
it is fo~ me to play a bitte~, sharp cha~acter like Matilda 
Spina. It is v~~y difficult fo~ me to be demanding and dom-
inating on a stage. I must the~efore continue to play such 
cha~acte~s. I have a 1 so a tendency to underplay which is 
steadily becoming ve~y ha~d to conquer. 
Playing Matilda Spina wos difficult and I wish I had 
done bette~ with this part. aut, I defend this part as a 
thesis role because of the tremendous challenge it offered. 
It made me realize how very much I still have to learn and to 
work. It made me painfully aware of that tendency to under-
play. It made rne conscious of the fact that I must start to 
play different parts (from tmse I have always played) if 
I really wish to act--and I do. 
In seeinc Henry IV acain, to recapture 
a lost moment of beauty and truth both 
of which have been absent from her life 
for a long time. 
Overall Action - to atone for the pain she caused Henry IV 
in order to recapture that momgnt of 
beauty and truth 
HENRY IV 
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HENRY IV 
(Enrico IV) 
A TRAGEDY IN THREE ACTS 
English version by 
EDWARD STORER 
CHARACTERS 
THE MARCHIONESS MATILDA SPINA 
FRIDA, her daughter 
CHARLEs DI NoLLI, the young 
Marquis }
The four pri· 
HAROLD (FRANK) vate counsel· 
LANDOLPH (LOLO) lors (The 
0RDULPH (MOMO) names in 
BERTHOLD (FINO) brackets are 
BARON TITO BELCREDI 
DOCTOR DIONYSIUS GENONI 
nicknames) 
JOHN, the old waiter 
THE Two VALETS IN CosTUME 
A Solitary Villa in Italy in Our Own Time 
ACT I 
Salon in the villa, furnished and decorated so as to 
look exactly like the throne room of Henry IV in the 
royal residence at Goslar. Among the antique decora-
tions there are two modern life-size portraits in oil 
painting. They are placed against the back wall, and 
mounted in a wooden stand that runs the whole length 
of the wall. (It is wide and protrudes, so that it is like a 
large bench.) One of the paintings is on the right; the 
other on the left of the throne, which is in the middle of 
the wall and divides the stand. 
The Imperial chair and Baldachin. 
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The two portraits represent a lady and a gentleman, 
both young, dressed up in carnival costumes: one as 
"Henry IV," the other as the "Marchioness Matilda of 
Tuscany." Exits to right and left. 
When the curtain goes up, the two valets jump down, 
as if surprised, from the stand on which they have been 
lying, and go and take their positions, as rigid as statues, 
on either side below the throne with their halberds in 
their hands. Soon after, from the second exit, right, enter 
HAROLD, LANDOLPH, 0RDULPH and BERTHOLD, young men 
employed by the MARQUIS CHARLES Dr NoLLI to play the 
part of "Secret Counsellors" at the court of "Henry IV." 
They are, therefore, dressed like German knights of the 
Xlth century. BERTHOLD, nicknamed Fino, is just enter-
ing on his duties for the first time. His companions are 
telling him what he has to do and amusing themselves 
at his expense. The scene is to be played rapidly and 
vivaciously. 
Landolph [to BERTHOLD as if explaining]. And this 
is the throne room. 
Harold. At Goslar. 
0~~. iliu~~~~~H~il~~~ 
Harold. Or at Wurms. 
Landolph. According as to what's doing, it jumps 
about with us, now here, now there. 
Ordulph. In Saxony. 
Harold. In Lombardy. 
Landolph. On the Rhine. 
One of the Valets [without moving, just opening his 
lips]. I say ... 
Harold [turning round]. What is it? 
First Valet [like a statue]. Is he coming in or not? 
[He alludes to HENRY IV.] 
Ordulph. No, no, he's asleep. You needn't worry. 
Second Valet [releasing his pose, taking a long breath 
v 
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and going to lie down again on the stand]. You might 
have told us at once. 
First Valet [going over to HAROLD]. Have you got a 
match, please? 
Landolph. What? You can't smoke a pipe here, you 
know. 
First Valet [while HAROLD offers him a light]. No; a 
cigarette. [Lights his cigarette and lies down again on 
the stand.] 
Berthold [who has been looking on in amazement, 
walking round the room, regarding the costumes of the 
others]. I say ... this room ... these costumes ... 
Which Henry IV is it? I don't quite get it. Is he Henry 
IV of France or not? [At this LANOOLPH, HAROLD, and 
0RDULPH, burst out laughing.] 
Landolph [still laughing; and pointing to BERTHOLD 
as if inviting the others to make fun of him]. Henry of 
France he says: ha! hal 
Ordulph. He thought it was the king of France! 
Harold. Henry IV of Germany, my boy: the Salian 
dynasty! 
Ordulph. The great and tragic Emperor! 
Landolph. He of Canossa. Every day we carry on 
here the terrible war between Church and State, by 
Jove. 
Ordulph. The Empire against the Papacy! 
Harold. Antipopes against the Popel 
Landolph. Kings against anti-kings! 
Ordulph. War on the Saxons! 
Harold. And all the rebels Princes! 
Landolph. Against the Emporer's own sons! 
Berthold [covering his head with his hands to protect 
himself against this avalanche of information]. I 
understand! I understand! Naturally, I didn't get the 
idea at first. I'm right then: these aren't costumes of the 
XVIth century? 
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Harold. XVIth century be hanged! 
Ordulph. We're somewhere between a thousand and 
eleven hundred. 
Landolph. Work it out for yourself: if we are before 
Canossa on the 25th of January, 1071 . 
Berthold [more confused than ever]. Oh my God! 
What a mess I've made of it! 
Ordulph. Well, just slightly, if you supposed you 
were at the French court. 
Berthold. All that historical stuff I've swatted up! 
Landolph. My dear boy, it's four hundred years 
earlier. 
Berthold [getting angry]. Good Heavens! You ought 
to have told me it was Germany and not France. I can't 
tell you how many books I've read in the last fifteen 
days. 
Harold. But I say, surely you knew that poor Tito 
was Adalbert of Bremen, here? 
Berthold. Not a damned bit! 
Landolph. Well, don't you see how it is? When Tito 
died, the Marquis Di Nolli ... 
Berthold. Oh, it was he, was it? He might have told 
me. 
Harold. Perhaps he thought you knew. 
Landolph. He didn't want to engage anyone else in 
substitution. He thought the remaining three of us 
would do. But he began to cry out: "With Adalbert 
driven away ... ": because, you see, he didn't imagine 
poor Tito was dead; but that, as Bishop Adalbert, the 
rival bishops of Cologne and Mayence had driven him 
off ... 
Berthold [taking his head in his hand]. But I don't 
know a word of what you're talking about. 
Ordulph. So much the worse for you, my boy! 
Harold. But the trouble is that not even we know 
who you are. 
y 
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Berthold. What? Not even you? You don't know 
who I'm supposed to be? 
Ordulph. Hum! "Berthold." 
Berthold. But which Berthold? And why Berthold? 
Landolph [solemnly imitating HENRY IV]. "They've 
driven Adalbert away from me. Well then, I want Ber-
thold! I want Berthold!" That's what he said. 
Harold. We three looked one another in the eyes: 
who's got to be Berthold? 
Ordulph. And so here you are, "Berthold," my dear 
fellow! 
Landolph. I'm afraid you will make a bit of a mess 
of it. 
Berthold [indignant, getting ready to go]. Ah, no! 
Thanks very much, but I'm off! I'm out of this! 
Harold [restraining him with the other two, amid 
laughter]. Steady now! Don't get excited! 
Landolph. Cheer up, my dear fellow! We don't any 
of us know who we are really. He's Harold; he's Or-
dulph; I'm Landolph! That's the way he calls us. We've 
got used to it. But who are we? Names of the period! 
Yours, too, is a name of the period: Berthold! Only one 
of us, poor Tito, had got a really decent part, as you can 
read in history: that of the Bishop of Bremen. He was 
just like a real bishop. Tito did it awfully well, poor 
chap! 
Harold. Look at the study he put into it! 
Landolph. Why, he even ordered his Majesty about, 
opposed his views, guided and counselled him. We're 
"secret counsellors"-in a manner of speaking only; be-
cause it is written in history that Henry IV was hated by 
the upper aristocracy for surrounding himself at court 
with young men of the bourgeoise. 
Ordulph. Us, that is. 
Landolph. Yes, small devoted vassals, a bit dissolute 
and very gay . . . 
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Berthold. So I've got to be gay as well? 
Harold. I should say sol Same as we are! 
Ordulph. And it isn't too easy, you know. 
Landolph. It's a pity; because the way we're got up, 
we could do a fine historical reconstruction. There's any 
amount of material in the story of Henry IV. But, as a 
matter of fact, we do nothing. We have the form 
without the content. We're worse than the real secret 
counsellors of Henry IV; because certainly no one had 
given them a part to play-at any rate, they didn't feel 
they had a part to play. It was their life. They looked 
after their own interests at the expense of others, sold 
investitures and-what not! We stop here in this mag-
nificent court-for what?-Just doing nothing. We're 
like so many puppets hung on the wall, waiting for some 
one to come and move us or make us talk. 
Harold. Ah, no, old sport, not quite that! We've got 
to give the proper answer, you know. There's trouble if 
he asks you something and you don't chip in with the 
cue. 
Landolph. Yes, that's true. 
Berthold. Don't rub it in too hard! How the devil 
am I to give him the proper answer, if I've swatted up 
Henry IV of France, and now he turns out to be Henry 
IV of Germany? [The other three laugh.] 
Harold. You'd better start and prepare yourself at 
once. 
Ordulph. We'll help you out. 
Harold. We've got any amount of books on the sub-
ject. A brief run through the main points will do to 
begin with. 
Ordulph. At any rate, you must have got some sort 
of general idea. 
Harold. Look here! [Turns him around and shows 
him the portrait of the Marchioness Matilda on the 
wall.] Who's that? 
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Ber~hold [looking at it]. That? Well, the thing seems 
to me somewhat out of place, anyway: two modern 
paintings in the midst of all this respectable antiquity! 
Harold. You're right! They weren't there in the be-
ginning. There are two niches there behind the pictures. 
They were going to put up two statues in the style of the 
period. Then the places were covered with those can-
vases there. 
Landolph [inte1·rupting and continuing]. They 
would certainly be out of place if they really were paint-
ings! 
Berthold. What are they, if they aren't paintings? 
Landolph. Go and touch them! Pictures all right 
.. but for him! [Makes a mysterious gesture to the 
right, alluding to HENRY IV.] ... who never touches 
them! ... 
Berthold. No? What are they for him? 
Landolph. Well, I'm only supposing, you know; but 
I imagine I'm about right. They're images such as . . . 
well-such as a mirror might throw back. Do you under-
stand? That one there represents himself, as he is in 
this throne room, which is all in the style of the period. 
What's there to marvel at? If we put you before a 
mirror, won't you see yourself, alive, but dressed up in 
ancient costume? Well, it's as if there were two mirrors 
there, which cast back living images in the midst of a 
world which, as you well see, when you have lived with 
us, comes to life too. 
Berthold. I say, look here ... I've no particular de· 
sire to go mad here. 
Harold. Go mad, be hanged! You'll have a fine time! 
Berthold. Tell me this: how have you all managed 
to become so learned? 
Landolph. My dear fellow, you can't go back over 
800 years of history without picking up a bit of experi-
ence. 
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Harold. Come on! Come on! You'll see how quickly 
you get into it! 
Ordulph. You'll learn wisdom, too, at this school. 
Berthold. Well, for Heaven's sake, help me a bit! 
Give me the main lines, anyway. 
Harold. Leave it to us. We'll do it all between us. 
Landolph. We'll put your wires on you and fix you 
up like a first-class marionette. Come along! [THEY take 
him by the arm to lead him away.] 
Berthold [stopping and looking at the portrait on the 
wall]. Wait a minute! You haven't told me who that is. 
The Emperor's wife? 
Harold. No! The Emperor's wife is Bertha of Susa, 
the sister of Amadeus II of Savoy. 
Ordulph. And the Emperor, who wants to be young 
with us, can't stand her, and wants to put her away. 
Landolph. That is his most ferocious enemy: Ma-
tilda, Marchioness of Tuscany. 
Berthold. Ah, I've got it: the one who gave hospi-
tality to the Popel 
Landolph. Exactly: at Canossal 
Ordulph. Pope Gregory VIII 
Harold. Our bete noir! Come on! come on! [All four 
move toward the right to go out, when, from the left, 
the old servant JOHN enters in evening dress.] 
john [quickly, anxiously]. Hssl Hssl Frankl Lolol 
Harold [turning round]. What is it? 
Berthold [marvelling at seeing a man in modern 
clothes enter the throne room]. Ohl I say, this is a bit 
too much, this chap here! 
Landolph. A man of the XXth century, here! Oh, 
go away! [THEY run over to him, pretending to menace 
him and throw him out.] 
Ordulph [heroically]. Messenger of Gregory VII, 
away! 
Harold. Away! Away! 
------~---
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john [annoyed, defending himseln. Oh, stop it! Stop 
it, I tell you! 
Ordulph. No, you can't set foot here! 
Harold. Out with him! 
Landolph [to BERTHOLD]. Magic, you know! He's a 
demon conjured up by the Wizard of Rome! Out with 
your swords! [Makes as if to draw a sword.] 
john [shouting]. Stop it, will you? Don't play the 
fool with mel The Marquis has arrived with some 
friends ... 
Landolph. Good! Good! Are there ladies too? 
Ordulph. Old or young? 
john. There are two gentlemen. 
Harold. But the ladies, the ladies, who are they? 
john. The Marchioness and her daughter. 
Landolph [surprised]. What do you say? 
Ordulph. The Marchioness? 
john. The Marchioness! The Marchioness! 
Harold. Who are the gentlemen? 
john. I don't know. 
Harold [to BERTHoLD]. They're coming to bring us a 
message from the Pope, do you see? 
Ordulph. All messengers of Gregory VIII What fun! 
john. Will you let me speak, or not? 
Harold. Go on, then! 
john. One of the two gentlemen is a doctor, I fancy, 
Landolph. Oh, I see, one of the usual doctors. 
Harold. Bravo Berthold, you'll bring us luck! 
Landolph. You wait and see how we'll manage this 
doctor! 
Berthold. It looks as if I were going to get into a nice 
mess right away. 
john. If the gentlemen would allow me to speak ... 
they want to come here into the throne room. 
Landolph [surprised]. What? She? The Marchioness 
here? 
------------
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Hamld. Then this is something quite different! No 
play-acting this time! 
Landolph. We'll have a real tragedy: that's what! 
Berthold [curious]. Why? Why? 
Ordulph [pointing to the portrait]. She is that person 
there, don't you understand? 
Landolph. The daughter is the fiancee of the Mar-
quis. But what have they come for, I should like to know? 
Ordulph. If he sees her, there'll be trouble. 
Landolph. Perhaps he won't recognize her any more. 
John. You must keep him there, if he should wake 
up ... 
Ordulph. Easier said than done, by Jove! 
Harold. You know what he's like! 
John. -even by force, if necessary! Those are my 
orders. Go on! Go on! 
Harold. Yes, because who knows if he hasn't already 
wakened up? 
Ordulph. Come on then! 
Landolph [going towards JoHN with the others]. 
You'll tell us later what it all means. 
John [shouting after them]. Close the door there, and 
hide the key! That other door too. [Pointing to the other 
door on right.] 
John [to the Two VALETs]. Be off, you two! There! 
[Pointing to exit right.] Close the door after you, and 
hide the key! 
[The Two VALETS go out by the first door on right. 
JoHN moves over to the left to show in: DoNNA 
MATILDA SPINA, the young MARCHIONEss FRIDA, DR. 
DIONYSIUS GENONI, the BARoN TITo BELCREDI and 
the young MARQUIS CHARLES Dx NoLLI, who, as mas-
ter of the house, enters last. 
DoNNA MATILDA SPINA is about 45, still handsome, al-
though there are too patent signs of her attempts to 
remedy the ravages of time with make-up. Her head 
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is thus rather like a Walkyrie. This facial make-up 
contrasts with her beautiful sad mouth. A widow for 
many years, she now has as her friend the BARoN 
TITo BELCREDI, whom neither she nor anyone else 
takes seriously-at least so it would appear. 
What TITO BELCREDI really is for her at bottom, he 
alone knows; and he is, therefore, entitled to laugh, 
if his friend feels the need of pretending not to know. 
He can always laugh at the jests which the beautiful 
Marchioness makes with the others at his expense. 
He is slim, prematurely gray, and younger than she 
is. His head is bird-like in shape. He would be a very 
vivacious person, if his ductile agility (which among 
other things makes him a redoubtable swordsman) 
were not enclosed in a sheath of Arab-like laziness, 
which is revealed in his strange, nasal drawn-out 
voice. 
FRIDA, the daughter of the Marchioness is 19. She is sad; 
because her imperious and too beautiful mother puts 
her in the shade, and provokes facile gossip against 
her daughter as well as against herself. Fortunately 
for her, she is engaged to the MARQUIS CHARLES Dr 
NoLLI. 
CHARLES Dr NoLLI is a stiff young man, very indulgent 
towards others, but sure of himself for what he 
amounts to in the world. He is worried about all the 
responsibilities which he believes weigh on him. He· 
is dressed in deep mourning for the recent death of 
his mother. 
DR. DIONYSIVS GENONI has a bold rubicund Satyr-like 
face, prominent eyes, a pointed beard (which is 
silvery and shiny) and elegant manners. He is nearly 
bald. All enter in a state of perturbation, almost as 
if afraid, and all (except Dr NoLu) looking curiously 
about the room. At first, they speak sotto voce. 
Act I - Scene II 
Action - in a fever of expectancy to await Henry's 
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Di Nolli [to JoHN]. Have you given the orders prop-
erly? 
john. Yes, my Lord; don't be anxious about that. 
Belcredi. Ah, magnificent! magnificent! 
Doctor. How extremely interesting! Even in the sur-
roundings his raving madness-is perfectly taken into ac-
count! 
Donna Matilda [glancing round for her portrait, dis-
l. coverSTt,-and goes up close to it]. Ahl Here it is! [Going 
back to admire it, while mixed emotions stir within her.] 
Yes ... yes ... [Calls her daughter FRIDA.] 
Frida. Ah, your portrait! 
Donna Matilda. No, no ... look again; it's you, not 
I, there! 
Di Nolli._ Yes, it's quite true. I told you so, I ... 
Donna Matilda. But I would never have believed it! 
[Snakzng as tf wifh a chill.] What a strange feeling it gives 
one! [Then looking at her daughter.] Frida, what's the 
matter? [She pulls her to her side, and slips an arm round 
her waist.] Come: don't you see yourself in me there? 
Frida. Well, I really ... 
Donna Matilda. Don't you think so? Don't you, 
2 • really? [Turning to BELCREDI.] Look at it, Tito! Speak 
up, man! 
Belcredi [without looking]. Ah, no! I shan't look at it. 
For me, a priori, certainly not! 
3. l!!!..'fJ'!!.t!._Matildf!:: Stupid! You think you are paying 
me a compliment! [Turning to DoCToR GENONI.] What 
Lt- •do you say, Doctor? Do say something, please! 
Doctor [makes a movement to go near to the picture]. 
Belcredi [with his back turned, pretending to attract 
his attention secretly]. -Hss! No, Doctor! For the love 
of Heaven, have nothing to do with it! 
Doctor [getting bewildered and smiling]. And why 
shouldn't I? 
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Donna Matilda. Don't listen to him! Come here! 
He's insufferable! 
Frida. He acts the fool by profession, didn't you know 
that? 
Belcredi [to the DoCTOR, seeing him go over]. Look at 
your feet, Doctor! Mind where you're going! 
Doctor. Why? 
Belcredi. Be careful you don't put your foot in it! 
Doctor [laughing feebly]. No, no. After all, it seems 
to me there's no reason to be astonished at the fact that a 
daughter should resemble her mother! 
Belcredi. Hullol Hullol He's done it now; he's said it. 
1 . Donna Matilda [with exaggerated anger, advancing 
towards BELCREDI]. What's the matter? What has he 
said? What has he done? 
Doctor [candidly]. Well, isn't it so? 
Belcredi [answering the MARCHIONEss]. I said there 
was nothing to be astounded at-and you are astounded! 
And why so, then, if the thing is so simple and natural 
for you now? 
.2. Donna Matilda [still more angry]. Fool! fool! It's just 
because it is so natural! Just because it isn't my daughter 
who is there. [Pointing to the canvas.] That is my por-
trait; and to find my daughter there instead of me fills 
me with astonishment, an astonishment which, I beg you 
to believe, is sincere.~ forbid you to cast doubts on it. 
Frida [slowly and wearily]. My God! It's always like 
this . • . rows over nothing . . . 
Belcredi [also slowly, looking dejected, in accents of 
apology]. I cast no doubt on anything! I noticed from 
the beginning that you haven't shared your mother's 
astonishment; or, if something did astonish you, it was 
because the likeness between you and the portrait seemed 
so strong. 
L~ • .Qanna Matilda, Naturally! She cannot recognize her-
l. to cet ready for an 
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self in me as I was at her age; while I, there, can very well 
recognize myself in her as she is now! 
Doctor. Quite right! Because a portrait is always there 
fixed in the twinkling of an eye: for the young lady 
something far away and without memories, while, for the 
Marchioness, it can bring back everything: movements, 
gestures, looks, smiles, a whole heap of things ... 
Po~_'/1(! Mflt.Hsiq~. Exactly! 
Doctor [continuing, turning towards her]. Naturally 
enough, you can live all these old sensations again in your 
daughter. 
.D.Qnna .. Matilda.... He always spoils every innocent 
pleasure for me, every touch I have of spontaneous senti-
ment! He does it merely to annoy me. 
Doctor [frightened at the disturbance he has caused, 
adopts a professorial tone]. Likeness, dear Baron, is 
often the result of imponderable things. So one explains 
that ... 
Belcredi [interrupting the discourse]. Somebody will 
soon be finding a likeness between you and me, my dear 
Professor! 
Di Nolli. Oh! let's finish with this, please! [Points to 
the two doors on the right, as a warning that there is 
someone there who may be listening.] We've wasted too 
much time as it is! 
Frida. As one might expect when he's present. [Al-
ludes to BELCREDI.] 
Di Nolli. Enough! The Doctor is here; and we have 
come for a very serious purpose which you all know is 
important for me. 
Doctor. Yes, that is sol But now, first of all, let's try 
to get some points down exactly. Excuse me, Marchioness, 
will you tell me why your portrait is here? Did you pre-
sent it to him then? 
D01J:.!l~ .. Mf!:.tilda_~ _ No, not at all. How could I have 
given it to him? I was just like Frida then-and not 
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even engaged. l gave it to him three or four years after 
the accident. I gave it to him because his mother wished 
it so much ... [Points to D1 NoLLI.] 
Doctor. She was his sister? [Alludes to HENRY IV.] 
Di Nolli. Yes, Doctor; and our coming here is a debt 
we pay to my mother who has been dead for more than a 
month. Instead of being here, she and I [Indicating 
FRIDA.] ought to be traveling together . . . 
Doctor. . . . taking a cure of quite a different kind! 
Di Nolli. -Hum! Mother died in the firm conviction 
that her adored brother was just about to be cured. 
Doctor. And can't you tell me, if you please, how she 
inferred this? 
Di Nolli. The conviction would appear to have de-
rived from certain strange remarks which he made, a little 
before mother died 
Doctor. Oh, remarks! ... Ahl ... It would be ex-
tremely useful for me to have those remarks, word for 
word, if possible. 
Di Nolli. I can't remember them. I know that mother 
returned awfully upset from her last visit with him. On 
her death-bed, she made me promise that I would never 
neglect him, that I would have doctors see him, and ex-
amine him. 
Doctor. Urn! Urn! Let me see! let me see! Some-
times very small reasons determine ... and this portrait 
here then? ... 
l.Donna Matilda .. For Heaven's sake, Doctor, don't at-
tach excessive importance to this. It made an impression 
on me because I had not seen it for so many years! 
Doctor. If you please, quietly, quietly ... 
Di Nolli. -Well, yes, it must be about fifteen years 
ago. 
~~ • Danna Matilda. More, more: eighteen! 
Doctor. Forgive me, but you don't quite know what 
I'm trying to get at. I attach a very great importance to 
( ~he picture arouse~ 
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these two portraits ... They were painted, naturally, 
prior to the famous-and most regrettable pageant, 
weren't they? 
D!mn!J..Ma.tilJla. 0£ course! 
Doctor. That is . . . when he was quite in his right 
mind-that's what I've been trying to say. Was it his 
suggestion that they should be painted? 
DfHH!a ... MaJilda. .. Lots of the people who took part in 
the pageant had theirs done as a souvenir . . . 
Belcredi. I had mine done-as "Charles of Anjoul" 
!}.Q.'flJJa_Matil!ia. • .. as soon as the costumes were 
ready. 
Belcredi. As a matter of fact, it was proposed that the 
whole lot of us should be hung together in a gallery of 
the villa where the pageant took place. But in the end, 
everybody wanted to keep his own portrait. 
D!m.na.Mat.WJo.._ And I gave him this portrait of me 
without very much regret . . . since his mother ... [In-
dicates D1 NoLLI.] 
Doctor. You don't remember if it was he who asked 
for it? 
Dam:zo.-Matilda. Ah, that I don't remember ... 
Maybe it was his sister, wanting to help out ... 
Doctor. One other thing: was it his iQ.ea, this pageant? 
Belcredi [at once]. No, no, it was mine! 
Doctor. If you please . . . 
~--M~ Don't listen to him! It was poor 
Belassi's idea. 
Belcredi. Belassi! What had he got to do with it? 
Donna M({til_d_a.,_ Count Belassi, who died, poor fellow, 
two or three months after . . . 
Belcredi. But if Belassi wasn't there when ... 
Di Nolli. Excuse me, Doctor; but is it really neces-
sary to establish whose the original idea was? 
Doctor. It would help me, certainly! 
Belcredi. I tell you the idea was mine! There's noth-
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ing to be proud of in it, seeing what the result's been. 
Look here, Doctor, it was like this. One evening, in the 
first days of November, I was looking at an illustrated 
German review in the club. I was merely glancing at the 
pictures, because I can't read German. There was a pic-
ture of the Kaiser, at some University town where he had 
been a student . . . I don't remember which. 
Doctor. Bonn, Bonn! 
Belcredi. -You are right: Bonn! He was on horse-
back, dressed up in one of those ancient German student 
guild-costumes, followed by a procession of noble stu-
dents, also in costume. The picture gave me the idea. 
Already someone at the club had spoken of a pageant 
for the forthcoming carnival. So I had the notion that 
each of us should choose for this Tower of Babel pageant 
to represent some character: a king, an emperor, a prince, 
with his queen, empress, or lady, alongside of him-and 
all on horseback. The suggestion was at once accepted. 
1 • Donna Matilda. I had my invitation from Belassi. 
Belcredi. Well, he wasn't speaking the truth! That's 
all I can say, if he told you the idea was his. He wasn't 
even at the club the evening I made the suggestion, just 
as he [Meaning HENRY IV.] wasn't there either. 
Doctor. So he chose the character of Henry IV? 
2 • Donna Matilda. Because I ... thinking of my name, 
and not giving the choice any importance, said I would 
be the Marchioness Matilda of Tuscany. 
Doctor. I ... don't understand the relation between 
the two. 
Donna Matilda. -N~ither did I, to begin with, when 
he said that in that case he would be at my feet like 
Henry IV at Canossa. I had heard of Canossa of course; 
but to tell the truth, I'd forgotten most of the story; and 
I remember I received a curious impression when I had 
to get up my part, and found that I was the faithful and 
zealous friend of Pope Gregory VII in deadly enmity 
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with the Emperor of Germany. Then I understood why, 
since I had chosen to represent his implacable enemy, he 
wanted to be near me in the pageant as Henry IV. 
Doctor. Ah, perhaps because . . . 
Belcredi. -Good Heavens, Doctor, because he was 
then paying furious court to her! [Indicates the MAR-
CHIONESs.] And she, naturally ... 
l. Donna Matilda. Naturally? Not naturally at all ... 
Belcred[ [pointing to her]. She shouldn't stand 
him ... 
2. ]Janna Matilda. -No, that isn't true! I didn't dis-
like· him. Not at alii But for me, when a man begins to 
want to be taken seriously, well . 
Belcredia [continuing for her]. He gives you the clear-
est proof of his stupidity. 
7 .QQ11JlaMatilcJ.av- No, dear; not in this case; because he 
.J • was never a fool like you. 
Belcredi. Anyway, I've never asked you to take me 
seriously. 
1, Donna Matilda. Yes, I know. But with him one 
· · ·couldn't joke. [Changing her tone and speaking to the 
DocToR.] One of the many misfortunes which happen to 
us women, Doctor, is to see before us every now and again 
a pair of eyes glaring at us with a contained intense 
promise of eternal devotion. [Bursts out laughing.] Then~ 5 • 
is nothing quite so funny. If men could only see them-
selves with that eternal look of fidelity in their faces! I've 
always thought it comic; then more even than now. But 
I want to make a confession-! can do so after twenty 
years or more. When I laughed at him then, it was partly 
out of fear. One might have almost believed a promise 
from those eyes of his. But it would have been very dan-
gerous. 
Doctor [with lively interest]. Ahl ahl This is most 
interesting! Very dangerous, you say? 
6. Donna Matilda. Yes, because he was very different 
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from the others. And then, I am ... well ... what 
shall I say? ... a little impatient of all that is pondered, 
or tedious. But I was too young then, and a woman. I had 
the bit between my teeth. It would have required more 
courage than I felt I possessed. So I laughed at him too-
with remorse, to spite myself, indeed; since I saw that my 
own laugh mingled with those of all the others--the 
other fools-who made fun of him. 
Belcredi. My own case, more or less! 
1 . Qonna M_gJi14.lh.. You make people laugh at you. my 
dear, with your trick of always humiliating yourself. It 
was quite a different affair with him. There's a vast dif-
ference. And you-you know-people laugh in your facel 
Belcredi. Well, that's better than behind one's back! 
Doctor. Let's get to the facts. He was then already 
somewhat exalted, if I understand rightly. 
Belcredi. Yes, but in a curious fashion, Doctor. 
Doctor. How? 
Belcredi. Well, cold-bloodedly so to speak. 
2. Donna Matilda. Not at alll It was like this, Doctor! 
He was a bxt strange, certainly; but only because he was 
fond of life: eccentric, there! 
Belcredi. I don't say he simulated exaltation. On the 
contrary, he was often genuinely exalted. But I could 
swear, Doctor, that he saw himself at once in his own 
exaltation. Moreover, I'm certain it made him suffer. 
Sometimes he had the most comical fits of rage against 
himself. 
Doctor. Yes? 
3 D.o.w:J,a Matilda That is true. 
Belcredi [to DONNA MATILDA]. And why? [To the 
DocTOR.] Evidently, because that immediate lucidity that 
comes from acting, assuming a part, at once put him out 
of key with his own feelings, which seemed to him not 
exactly false, but like something he was obliged to give 
the value there and then of-what shall I say-of an act 
l • 
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of intelligence, to make up for that sincere cordial 
warmth he felt lacking. So he improvised, exaggerated, 
let himself go, so as to distract and forget himself. He 
appeared inconstant, fatuous, and-yes--even ridiculous, 
sometimes. 
Doctor. And may we say unsociable? 
Belcredi. No, not at all. He was famous for getting up 
things: tableaux vivants, dances, theatrical performances 
for charity: all for the fun of the thing, of course. He was 
a jolly good actor, you know! 
Di Nolli. Madness has made a superb actor of him. 
Belcredi. -Why, so he was even in the old days. 
When the accident happened, after the horse fell . . . 
Doctor. Hit the back of his head, didn't he? 
1. Donna Matilda Oh, it was horrible! He was beside 
mel I saw him between the horse's hoofs! It was rearing! 
Belcredi. None of us thought it was anything serious 
at first. There was a stop in the pageant, a bit of disorder. 
People wanted to know what had happened. But they'd 
already taken him off to the villa. 
Donna Matilda. There wasn't the least sign of a 
wound, not a drop of blood. 
) Belcredi. We thought he had merely fainted. 
Donna Matilda. But two hours afterwards . 
Belcredi. -nereappeared in the drawing-room of the 
villa . . . that is what I wanted to say ... 
Donna Matilda. My God! What a face he had. I saw 
the-wnole thTiig atoncel 
Belcredi. No, no! that isn't true. Nobody saw it, Doc-
tor, believe mel 
D.f!nna Matilda. Doubtless, because you were all like 
mad folk. 
Belcredi. Everybody was pretending to act his part 
for a joke. It was a regular Babel. 
_J!~'!!!!.f!:..J~~!!_tj}_~f!:.:..._ And you can imagine, Doctor, what 
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terror struck into us when we understood that he, on the 
contrary, was playing his part in deadly earnest ... 
Doctor. Oh, he was there too, was he? 
Belcredi. Of course! He came straight into the midst 
of us. We thought he'd quite recovered, and was pretend· 
ing, fooling, like all the rest of us ... only doing it 
rather better; because, as I say, he knew how to act. 
Donna Matilda. Some of them began to hit him with 
their whips and fans and sticks. 
Belcredi. And then-as a king, he was armed, of 
course-he drew out his sword and menaced two or three 
of us ... It was a terrible moment, I can assure you! 
Donna Matilda. I shall never forget that scene-all 
our Il).asked faces hideous and terrified gazing at him, at 
that terrible mask of his face, which was no longer a mask, 
but madness, madness personified. 
Belcredi. He was Henry IV, Henry IV in person, in 
a moment of fury. 
Dqnna Matilda. He'd got into it all the detail and 
minute preparation of a month's careful study. And it all 
burned and blazed there in the terrible obsession which 
lit his face. 
Doctor. Yes, that is quite natural, of course. The 
momentary obsession of a dilettante became fixed, owing 
to the fall and the damage to the brain. 
Belcredi [to FRIDA and D1 NoLLI]. You see the kind 
of jokes life can play on us. [To DI NoLLI.] You were 
four or five years old. [To FRIDA.] Your mother imagines 
you've taken her place there in that portrait; when, at 
the time, she had not the remotest idea that she would 
bring you into the world. My hair is already grey; and 
he-look at him-[Points to portrait]-ha! A smack on 
the head, and he never moves again: Henry IV for ever! 
Doctor [seeking to draw the attention of the others, look· 
ing learned and imposing]. -Well, well, then it comes, 
we may say, to this . . . 
l. to turn avwy 
c_t the proc:-,pect 
of seeinG ~Ien~';y 
a[;ain 
2. to find out if 
11e is dc_;.n_;erous 
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[Suddenly the first exit to right, the one nearest foot-
lights, opens, and BERTHOLD enters all excited.] 
Berthold [rushing in]. I say! I say! [Stops for a mo-
ment, arrested by the astonishment which his appearance 
has caused in the others.] 
Frida [running away terrified]. Oh dear! oh dear! it's 
he, it's ... 
1 • QonnCL.MMHdJL [covering her face with her hands so 
as not to see]. Is it, is it he? 
Di Nolli. No, no, what are you talking about? Be 
calm! 
Doctor. Who is it then? 
Belcredi. One of our masqueraders. 
Di Nolli. He is one of the four youths we keep here 
to help him out in his madness . . . 
Berthold. I beg your pardon, Marquis ... 
Di N olli. Pardon be damned! I gave orders that the 
doors were to be closed, and that nobody should be al-
lowed to ,enter. 
Berthold. Yes, sir, but I can't stand it any longer, and 
I ask you to let me go away this very minute. 
Di Nolli. Oh, you're the new valet, are you? You 
were supposed to begin this morning, weren't you? 
Berthold. Yes, sir, and I can't stand it, I can't bear it. 
2. Qonna Mgtilda [to Dr NoLLI excitedly]. What? Then 
- he's not so calm as you said? 
Berthold [quickly]. -No, no, my lady, it isn't he; it's 
my companions. You say "help him out with his mad-
ness," Marquis; but they don't do anything of the kind. 
They're the real madmen. I come here for the first time, 
and instead of helping me ... 
[LANDOLPH and HAROLD come in from the same door, 
but hesitate on the threshold.] 
Landolph. Excuse me? 
Harold. May I come in, my Lord? 
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Di Nolli. Come in! What's the matter? What are you 
all doing? 
Frida. Oh God! I'm frightened! I'm going to run 
away. [Makes towards exit at left.] 
Di Nolli [restraining her at once]. No, no, Frida! 
Landolph. My Lord, this fool here . . . [Indicates 
BERTHOLD.] 
Berthold [protesting]. Ah, no thanks, my friends, no 
thanks! I'm not stopping here! I'm off! 
Landolph. What do you mean-you're not stopping 
here? 
Harold. He's ruined everything, my Lord, running 
away in here! 
Landolph. He's made him quite mad. We can't keep 
him in there any longer. He's given orders that he's to be 
arrested; and he wants to "judge" him at once from the 
throne: What is to be done? 
Di Nolli. Shut the door, man! Shut the door! Go and 
close that door! [LANDOLPH goes over to close it.] 
Harold. Ordulph, alone, won't be able to keep him 
there. 
Landolph. -My Lord, perhaps if we could announce 
the visitors at once, it would turn his thoughts. Have the 
gentlemen thought under what pretext they will present 
themselves to him? 
Di Nolli. -It's all been arranged! [To the DocToR.] 
If you, Doctor, think it well to see him at once .... 
Frida. I'm not coming! I'm not coming! I'll keep out 
of this. You too, mother, for Heaven's sake, come away 
with mel 
Doctor. -I say ... I suppose he's not armed, is 
he? 
Di Nolli. -Nonsense! Of course not. [To FRIDA.] 
Frida, you know this is childish of you. You wanted to 
come! 
1. to assure all 
that I 1vish to 
see him 
2. to brush her 
aside 
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Frida. I didn't at all. It was mother's idea. 
1. Donnq,_ _ _Matilqg. And I'm quite ready to see him. 
What are we going to do? 
Belcredi. Must we absolutely dress up in some fashion 
or other? 
Landolph. -Absolutely essential, indispensable, sir. 
Alas! as you see ... [Shows his costume], there'd be aw-
ful trouble if he saw you gentlemen in modern dress. 
Harold. He would think' it was some diabolical mas-
querade. 
Di N olli. As these men seem to be in costume to you, 
so we appear to be in costume to him, in these modern 
clothes of ours. 
Landolph. It wouldn't matter so much if he wouldn't 
suppose it to be the work of his mortal enemy. 
Belcredi. Pope Gregory VII? 
Landolph. Precisely. He calls him "a pagan." 
Belcredi. The Pope a pagan? Not bad that! 
Landolph. -Yes, sir,-and a man who calls up the 
dead! He accuses him of all the diabolical arts. He's 
terribly afraid of him. 
Doctor. Persecution mania! 
Harold. He'd be simply furious. 
Di Nolli [to BELCREDI]. But there's no need for you 
to be there, you know. It's sufficient for the Doctor to 
see him. 
Doctor. -What do you mean? ... I? Alone? 
Di Nolli. -But they are there. [Indicates the three 
young men.] 
Doctor. I don't mean that ... I mean if the Mar-
chioness ... 
. Donna Matilda. Of course. I mean to see him too, 
naturally. I want to see him again. 
Frida. Oh, why, mother, why? Do come away with me, 
I implore you! 
2. Donna Matilda [imperiously]. Let me do as I wish! 
--------
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I came here for this purpose! [To LANDOLPH.] I shall be 
"Adelaide," the mother. 
Landolph. Excellent! The mother of the Empress 
Bertha. Good! It will be enough if her Ladyship wears 
the ducal crown and puts on a mantle that will hide her 
other clothes entirely. [To HARoLD.] Off you go, Harold! 
Harold. Wait a moment! And this gentleman here? 
.•. [Alludes to the DoCTOR.] 
Doctor. -Ah yes . . . we decided I was to be • . . 
the Bishop of Cluny, Hugh of Cluny! 
Harold. The gentleman means the Abbot. Very good! 
Hugh of Cluny. 
Landolph. -He's often been here before! 
Doctor [amazed]. -What? Been here before? 
Landolph. -Don't be alarmed! I mean that it's an 
easily prepared disguise . . . 
Harold. We've made use of it on other occasions, you 
see! 
Doctor. But • • • 
Landolph. Oh, no, there's no risk of his remembering. 
He pays more attention to the dress than to the person. 
Donna Matilda That's fortunate for me too then. 
Di N olli. Frida, you and I'll get along. Come on, 
Titol 
Belcredi. Ah no. If she [Indicates the MARCHIONESs.] 
stops here, so do II 
1. Donna Matilda. But I don't need you at all. 
Belcredt. You may not need me, but I should like to 
see him again myself. Mayn't I? 
Landolph. Well, perhaps it would be better if there 
were three. 
Harold. How is the gentleman to be dressed then? 
Belcredi. Oh, try and find some easy costume for me. 
Landolph [to HAROLD]. Hum! Yes ... he'd better 
be from Cluny too. 
Belcredi. What do you mean-from Cluny? 
1. to try and get rid 
of him 
1. to drive him 
auay 
2. to cover up 
nervousness 
3. to begin 
masquerade 
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Landolph. A Benedictine's habit of the Abbey of 
Cluny. He can be in attendance on Monsignor. [To 
HAROLD.] Off you go! (To BERTHOLD.] And you too get 
away and keep out of sight all today. No, wait a bit! [To 
BERTHOLD.] You bring here the costumes he will give you. 
[To HAROLD.] You go at once and announce the visit 
of the "Duchess Adelaide" and "Monsignor Hugh of 
Cluny." Do you understand? [HAROLD and BERTHOLD go 
off by the first door on the right.] 
Di Nolli. We'll retire now. [Goes off with FRIDA, left.] 
Doctor. Shall I be a persona grata to him, as Hugh of 
Cluny? 
Landolph. Oh, rather! Don't worry about that! Mon-
signor has always been received here with great respect. 
You too, my Lady, he will be glad to see. He never forgets 
that it was owing to the intercession of you two that he 
was admitted to the Castle of Canossa and the presence 
of Gregory VII, who didn't want to receive him. 
Belcredi. And what do I do? 
Landolph. You stand a little apart, respectfully: that's 
all. 
1. Donna Matilda [irritated, nervous]. You would do 
well to go away, you know. 
r 
c • 
:;. 
Belcredi [slowly, spitefully]. How upset you 
seem! ... 
Donna Matilda [proudly]. I am as I am. Leave m~ 
alone! 
[BERTHOLD comes in with the costumes.] 
Landolph [seeing him enter]. Ah, the costumes: here 
they are. This mantle is for the Marchioness ... 
Donna Matilda. Wait a minute! I'll take off my hat. 
[Does so and gives it to BERTHOLD.] 
Landolph. Put it down there! [Then to the MAR-
CHIONEss, while he offers to put the ducal crown on her 
head.] Allow mel 
li 
I 
I 
-- --- ~-----
1. 
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Donna Matilda. Dear, dear! Isn't there a mirror 
here? 
Landolph. Yes, there's one there [Points to the door 
on the left.] If the Marchioness would rather put it on 
herself ... 
Donna Matilda. Yes, yes, that will be better. Give 
it toillel(Takes- up her hat and goes off with BERTHOLD, 
who carries the cloak and the crown.] 
Belcredi. Well, I must say, I never thought I should 
be a Benedictine monk! By the way, this business must 
cost an awful lot of money. 
The Doctor. Like any other fantasy, naturally! 
Belcredi. Well, there's a fortune to go upon. 
Landolph. We have got there a whole wardrobe of 
costumes of the period, copied to perfection from old 
models. This is my special job. I get them from the best 
theatrical costumers. They cost lots of money. [DoNNA 
MATILDA re-enters, wearing mantle and crown.] 
Belcredi [at once, in admiration]. Oh magnificent! 
Oh, truly regal! 
D~!E:fa Matilda [looking at BELCREDI and bursting out 
into laughter]. Oh no, no! Take it off! You're impos-
sible. You look like an ostrich dressed up as a monk. 
Belcredi. Well, how about the Doctor? 
The Doctor. I don't think I look so bad, do I? 
l}onna Matilda. No; the Doctor's all right ••• but 
you are too funny for words. 
The Doctor. Do you have many receptions here then? 
Landolph. It depends. He often gives orders that such 
and such a person appear before him. Then we have to 
find someone who will take the part. Women too ..• 
Donna 1\{g~urt, but trying to hide the fact]. Ah, 
women too? 
Landolph. Oh, yes; many at first. 
Belcredi [laughing]. Oh, that's great! In costume, like 
the Marchioness? 
1. to ridicule him 
( turning about to 
o'et the feelinc; of 
the [i\.<:\ntle ) 
Act I - Scene III 
Action - to find out if Henry recognizes me 
( I hear his step 
as he enters. 
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J.IL 
I turn up to~&rds 
him - slowly -
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Landolph. Oh well, you know, women of the kind 
that lend themselves to . . . 
Belcredi. Ah, I see! [Perfidiously to the MARCHIONESS.] 
Look out, you know he's becoming dangerous for you. 
[The second door on the right opens, and HAROLD 
appears making first of all a discreet sign that all 
conversation should cease.] 
Harold. His Majesty, the Emperor! 
[The Two VALETs enter first, and go and stand on 
either side of the throne. Then HENRY IV comes in 
between 0RDULPH and HAROLD, who keep a little in 
the rear respectfully. 
[HENRY IV is about 50 and very pale. The hair on the 
back of his head is already grey; over the temples 
and forehead it appears blond, owing to its having 
been tinted in an evident and puerile fashion. On 
his cheek bones he has two small, doll-like dabs of 
color, that stand out prominently against the rest 
of his tragic pallor. He is wearing a penitent's sack 
over his regal habit, as at Canossa. His eyes have 
a fixed look which is dreadful to see, and this ex-
pression is in strained contrast with the sackcloth. 
0RDULPH carries the Imperial crown; HAROLD, the 
sceptre with eagle, and the globe with the cross.] 
Henry IV [bowing first to DoNNA MATILDA and after-
wards to the DoCToR]. My lady ..• Monsignor ••• 
[Then he looks at BELCREDI and seems about to greet him 
too; when, suddenly, he turns to LANDOLPH, who has 
approached him, and asks him sotto voce and with dif-
fidence.] Is that Peter Damiani? 
Landolph. No, Sire. He is a monk from Cluny who 
is accompanying the Abbot. 
Henry IV [looks again at BELCREDI with increasing mis-
trust, and then noticing that he appears embarrassed and 
keeps glancing at DoNNA MATILDA and the DoCToR, stands 
upright and cries out]. No, it's Peter Damiani! It's no 
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use, father, your looking at the Duchess. [Then turning 
quickly to DoNNA MATILDA and the DoCTOR as though to 
ward off a danger.] I swear it! I swear that my heart is 
changed towards your daughter. I confess that if he [Indi-
cates BELCREDI.] hadn't come to forbid it in the name of 
Pope Alexander, I'd have repudiated her. Yes, yes, there 
were people ready to favour the repudiation: the Bishop 
of Mayence would have done it for a matter of one hun-
dred and twenty farms. [Looks at LANDOLPH a little per-
plexed and adds.] But I mustn't speak ill of the bishops 
at this moment! [More humbly to BELCREDI.] I am grate-
ful to you, believe me, I am grateful to you for the hin-
drance you put in my wayl-God knows, my life's been 
all made of humiliations: my mother, Adalbert. Tribur, 
Goslarl And now this sackcloth you see me wearing! 
[Changes tone suddenly and speaks like one who goes 
over his part in a parenthesis of astuteness.] It doesn't 
matter: clarity of ideas, perspicacity, firmness and pa-
tience under adversity that's the thing. [Then turning to 
all and speaking solemnly.] I know how to make amend 
for the mistakes I have made; and I can humiliate myself 
even before you, Peter Damiani. [Bows profoundly to 
him and remains curved. Then a suspicion is born in him 
which he is obliged to utter in menacing topes, almost 
against his will.] Was it not perhaps you who started that 
obscene rumor that my holy mother had illicit relations 
with the Bishop of Augusta? 
Belcredi [since HENRY IV has his finger pointed at him]. 
No, no, it wasn't I ... 
Henry IV [straightening up]. Not true, not true? 
Infamy! [Looks at him and then adds.] I didn't think 
you capable of it! [Goes to the DoCToR and plucks his 
sleeve, while winking at him knowingly.] Always the 
same, Monsignor, those bishops, always the same! 
Harold [softly, whispering as if to help out the doctor]. 
Yes, yes, the rapacious bishops! 
( ','fllY is lle ~)ickine; 
on 13elcredi ? ) 
- ---~---- ----~ 
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The Doctor [to HAROLD, trying to keep it up]. Ah, yes, 
those fellows . . . ah yes . • • 
Henry IV. Nothing satisfies theml I was a litde boy, 
Monsignor . . . One passes the time, playing even, when, 
without knowing it, one is a king.-! was six years old; 
and they tore me away from my mother, and made use 
of me against her without my knowing anything about 
it • . . always profaning, always stealing, stealing! • . . 
One greedier than the other . . . Hanno worse than 
Stephen! Stephen worse than Hannol 
Landolph [sotto voce, persuasively, to call his atten-
tion]. Majesty! 
Henry IV [turning round quickly]. Ah yes ••• this 
isn't the moment to speak ill of the bishops. But this 
infamy against my mother, Monsignor, is too much. 
[Looks at the MARcHIONESS and grows tender.] And I can't 
even weep for her, Lady .•• I appeal to you who have 
a mother's heart! She came here to see me from her con-
vent a month ago . . . They had told me she was dead! 
[Sustained pause full of feeling. Then smiling sadly.] I 
can't weep for her; because if you are here now, and I am 
like this [Shows the sackcloth he is wearing.] it means 
I am twenty-six years old! 
Harold. And that she is therefore alive, Majesty! ••. 
Ordulph. Still in her convent! 
Henry IV [looking at them]. Ah yes! And I can post· 
pone my grief to another time. [Shows the MARCHIONESS 
almost with coquetry the tint he has given to his hair.] 
Look! I am still fair ... [Then slowly as if in confi-
dence.] For you ... there's no need! But little exterior 
details do help! A matter of time, Monsignor, do you 
understand me? [Turns to the MARCHIONESS and notices 
her hair.] Ah, but I see that you too, Duchess ••. Ital-
ian, eh? [As much as to say "false"; but without any in-
dignation, indeed rather with malicious admiration.] 
Heaven forbid that I should show disgust or surprise! 
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Nobody cares to recognize that obscure and fatal power 
which sets limits to our will. But I say, if one is born 
and· one dies • . . Did you want to be born, Monsignor? 
I didn't! And in both cases, independently of our wills, so 
many things happen we would wish didn't happen, and 
to which we resign ourselves as best we can! . • • 
Doctor [merely to make a remark, while studying 
HENRY IV carefully]. Alas! Yes, alas! 
Henry IV. It's like this: When we are not resigned, 
out come our desires. A woman wants to be a man . • • 
an old man would be young again. Desires, ridiculous 
fixed ideas of course- But reflect! Monsignor, those other 
desires are not less ridiculous: I mean, those desires where 
the will is kept within the limits of the possible. Not one 
of us can lie or pretend. We're all fixed in good -faith 
in a certain concept of ourselves. However, Monsignor, 
while you keep yourself in order, holding on with both 
your hands to your holy habit, there slips down from your 
sleeves, there peels off from you like . . . like a serpent 
••• something you don't notice: life, Monsignor! [Turns 
to the MARcHioNESs.] Has it never happened to you, my 
Lady, to find a different self in yourself? Have you always 
been the same? My God! One day ... how was it, how 
was it you were able to commit this or that action? [Fixes 
her so intently in the eyes as almost to make her blanch.] 
Yes, that particular action, that very one: we understand 
each other! But don't be afraid: I shall reveal it to none. 
And you, Peter Damiani, how could you be a friend of 
that man? ... 
Landolph. Majesty! 
Henry IV [at once]. · No, I won't name him! [Turn-
ing to BELCREDI.] What did you think of him? But we all 
of us cling tight to our conceptions of ourselves, just as 
he who is growing old dyes his hair. What does it matter 
that this dyed hair of mine isn't a reality for you, if it is, 
to some extent, for me?-you, you, my Lady, certainly 
( 1c takes me uu to the J. 
portrait. ~hat action 
J( es he speak of ? Perhaps 
.J~7 laughinG at him ? Does 
he know it is I ? ) 
( d '.? I am in masquera e 
He knows I am not 
Adelaide. ) 
("if you \'ie:re dark" 
He does remember. 
He has recognized 
me. ) 
( A:_;Edn ac:;ain~3t 
Belcredi. he has 
recognized him 
also. ) 
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don't dye your hair to deceive the others, nor even your-
self; but only to cheat your own image a litde before the 
looking-glass. I do it for a joke! You do it seriously! But I 
assure you that you too, Madam, are in masquerade, 
though it be in all seriousness; and I am not speaking of 
the venerable crown on your brows or the ducal mande. 
I am speaking only of the memory you wish to fix in your-
self of your fair complexion one day when it pleased you 
-or of your dark complexion, if you were dark: the fad-
ing image of your youth! For you, Peter Damiani, on the 
contrary, the memory of what you have been, of what 
you have done, seems to you a recognition of past realities 
that remain within you like a dream. I'm in the same case 
too: with so many inexplicable memories-like dreams! 
Ahl • • • There's nothing to marvel at in it, Peter Dami-
ani! Tomorrow it will be the same thing with our life of 
today! [Suddenly getting excited and taking hold of his 
sackcloth.] This sackcloth here ••• [Beginning to take 
it off with a gesture of almost ferocious joy while the 
THREE VALETS run over to him, frightened, as if to pre-
vent his doing so.] Ah, my God! [Draws back and throws 
off sackcloth.] Tomorrow, at Bressanone, twenty-seven 
German and Lombard bishops will sign with me the act 
of deposition of Gregory VIII No Pope at alll Just a 
false monk! 
Ordulph [with the other three]. Majesty! Majesty! In 
God's name! ..• 
Harold [inviting him to put on the sackcloth again]. 
Listen to what he says, Majesty! 
Landolph. Monsignor is here with the Duchess to in-
tercede in your favor. [Makes secret signs to the DoCToR 
to say something at once.] 
Doctor [foolishly]. Ah yes ••• yes ••• we are here 
to intercede ... 
Henry IV [repenting at once, almost terrified, allowing 
the three to put on the sackcloth again, and pulling it 
--------~-----
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down over him with his own hands]. Pardon ••• yes 
... yes •.. pardon, Monsignor: forgive me, my Lady 
. . . I swear to you I feel the whole weight of the anath-
ema. [Bends himself, takes his face between his hands, 
as though waiting for something to crush him. Then 
changing tone, but without moving, says softly to LAN-
DOLPH, HAROLD and 0RDULPH.] But I don't know why I 
cannot be humble before that man there! [Indicates BEL-
CREDI.] 
Landolph [sotto voce]. But why, Majesty, do you in-
sist on believing he is Peter Damiani, when he isn't, at 
all? 
Henry IV [looking at him timorously]. He isn't Peter 
Damiani? 
Harold. No, no, he is a poor monk, Majesty. 
Henry IV [sadly with a touch of exasperation]. Ahl 
None of us can estimate what we do when we do it from 
instinct ... You perhaps, Madam, can understand me 
better than the others, since you are a woman and a 
Duchess. This is a solemn and decisive moment. I could, 
you know, accept the assistance of the Lombard bishops, 
arrest the Pope, lock him up here in the castle, run to 
Rome and elect an anti-Pope; offer alliance to Robert 
Guiscard-and Gregory VII would be lost! I resist the 
temptation; and, believe me, I am wise in doing so. I feel 
the atmosphere of our times and the majesty of one who 
knows how to be what he ought to bel a Popel Do you 
feel inclined to laugh at me, seeing me like this? You 
would be foolish to do so; for you don't understand the 
political wisdom which makes this penitent's sack advis-
able. The parts may be changed tomorrow. What would 
you do then? Would you laugh to see the Pope a prisoner? 
No! It would come to the same thing: I dressed as a peni-
tent, today; he, as prisoner tomorrow! But woe to him 
who doesn't know how to wear his mask, be he king or 
Popel-Perhaps he is a bit too cruel! No! Yes, yes, maybe! 
( He and I are the 
only ones present in 
this roow. No one 
else r11attcrs. ) 
( He is speakinG of 
l!le. By !Jertha he 
means me. I tried 
to stop their hitting 
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-You remember, my Lady, how your daughter Bertha, 
for whom, I repeat, my feelings have changed [Turns to 
BELCREDI and shouts to his face as if he were being con-
tradicted by him.]-yes, changed on account of the affec-
tion and devotion she showed me in that terrible moment 
.•. [Then once again to the MARCHIONESs.] ... you 
remember how she came with me, my Lady, followed me 
like a beggar and passed two nights out in the open, in 
the snow? You are her mother! Doesn't this touch your 
mother's heart? Doesn't this urge you to pity, so that you 
will beg His Holiness for pardon, beg him to receive us? 
Donna Matilda [trembling, with feeble voice]. Yes, 
yes, at once . . . 
Doctor. It shall be done! 
Henry IV. And one thing morel [Draws them in to 
listen to him.] It isn't enough that he should receive me! 
You know he can do everything-everything I tell you! 
He can even call up the dead. [Touches his chest.] Behold 
mel Do you see me? There is no magic art unknown to 
him. Well, Monsignor, my Lady, my torment is really 
this: that whether here or there [Pointing to his portrait 
almost in fear.] I can't free myself from this magic. I am 
a penitent now, you see; and I swear to you I shall remain 
so until he receives me. But you two, when the excom-
munication is taken off, must ask the Pope to do this 
thing he can so easily do: to take me away from that; 
[Indicating the portrait again.] and let me live wholly 
and freely my miserable life. A man can't always be 
twenty-six, my Lady. I ask this of you for your daugh-
ter's sake too; that I may love her as she deserves to be 
loved, well disposed as I am now, all tender towards her 
for her pity. There: it's all there! I am in your hands! 
[Bows.] My Lady! Monsignor! 
[He goes off, bowing grandly, through the door by 
which he entered, leaving everyone stupefied, and the 
MARCHIONEss so profoundly touched, that no sooner 
Act II ~ Scene I 
Action - to convince the others that Henry has recognized me 
The theatrical, flamboyant Matilda has disapneared. Sl1e is more 
a human being now Cal:tght in a desperate strJcc;le 1-Ji th her mask. 
-----~--·--· --·--
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has he gone than she breaks out into sobs and sits 
down almost fainting.] 
ACT II 
Another room of the villa, adjoining the throne room. 
Its furniture is antique and severe. Principal exit at rear 
in the background. To the left, two windows looking on 
the garden. To the right, a door opening into the throne 
room. 
Late afternoon of the same day. 
DoNNA MATILDA, the DoCToR and BELCREDI are on the 
stage engaged in conversation; but DoNNA MATILDA stands 
to one side, evidently annoyed at what the other two are 
saying; although she cannot help listening, because, in 
her agitated state, everything interests her in spite of her-
self. The talk of the other two attracts her attention, be-
cause she instinctively feels the need for calm at the 
moment. 
Belcredi. It may be as you say, Doqor, but that was 
my impression. 
Doctor. I won't contradict you; but, believe me, it 
is only • • • an impression. 
Belcredi. Pardon me, but he even said so, and quite 
clearly [Turning to the MARCHIONESS.] Didn't he, Mar-
chioness? 
1. Donna Matilda [turning round]. What did he say? 
•.• [Then not agreeing.] Oh yes ••• but not for the 
reason you think! 
Doctor. He was alluding to the costumes we had 
slipped on ••• Your cloak [Indicating the MAR-
CHIONEss.] our Benedictine habits • • • But all this is 
childish! 
2. Donna Matilda [turning quickly, indignant]. Child-
ish? What do you mean, Doctor? 
1. to disasree with 
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Doctor. From one point of view, it is-1 beg you to 
let me say so, Marchioness! Yet, on the other hand, it is 
much more complicated than you can imagine. 
1 • Donna Matilda. To me, on the contrary, it is per-
fecil)'CI~lr-------
Doctor [with a smile of pity of the competent person 
towards those who do not understand]. We must take 
into account the peculiar psychology of madmen; which, 
you must know, enables us to be certain that they observe 
things and can, for instance, easily detect people who are 
disguised; can in fact recognize the disguise and yet be-
lieve in it; just as children do, for whom disguise .is both 
play and reality. That is why I used the word childish. 
But the thing is extremely complicated, inasmuch as he 
must be perfectly aware of being an image to himself and 
for himself-that image there, in facti [Alluding to the 
portrait in the throne room, and pointing to the left.] 
Belcredi. That's what he said! 
Doctor. Very well then- An image before which 
other images, ours, have appeared: understand? Now he, 
in his acute and perfectly lucid delirium, was able to 
detect at once a difference between his image and ours: 
that is, he saw that ours were make-believes. So he sus-
pected us; because all madmen are armed with a special 
diffidence. But that's all there is to it! Our make-believe, 
built up all round his, did not seem pitiful to him. While 
his seemed all the more tragic to us, in that he, as if in 
defiance-understand?-and induced by his suspicionr 
wanted to show us up merely as a joke. That was also 
partly the case with him, in coming before us with 
painted cheeks and hair, and saying he had done it on 
purpose for a jest. 
Donna Matjlda [impatiently]. No, it's not that, Doc-
tor. It's not like that! It's not like that! 
Doctor. Why isn't it, may I ask? 
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1 DO!!?llLMi!li.l!la.. [with decision but trembling]. I am 
perfectly certain he recognized mel 
Doctor. It's not possible ... it's not possible! 
Belcredi [at the same time]. Of course not! 
Donna Matilda [more than ever determined, almost 
convUTsiveTyT'!tell you, he recognized mel When he 
came close up to speak to me-looking in my eyes, right 
into my eyes-he recognized mel 
Belcredi. But he was talking of your daughter! 
Donna Matilda. That's not true! He was talking of 
mefbfmeT--
" Belcredi. Yes, perhaps, when he said .•. 
c. • .Dnnn.a.. Matjldtz [letting herself go]. About my dyed 
hair! But didn't you notice that he added at once: "or the 
memory of your dark hair, if you were dark"? He remem-
bered perfectly well that I was dark-then! 
Belcredi. Nonsense! nonsense! 
IkJ~M~ [not listening to him, turning to the 
Docroa]. My hair, Doctor, is really dark-like my 
daughter's! That's why he spoke of her. 
Belcredi. But he doesn't even know your daughter! 
He's never seen her! 
Donna Matilda. Exactly! Oh, you never understand 
anytli1rigfBy-mydaughter, stupid, he meant me-as I was 
then! 
Belcredi. Oh, this is catching! This is catching, this 
madness! 
!Jonna_~p,tilrJg_Jsoftly, with contempt]. Fool! 
Belcredi. Excuse me, were you ever his wife? Your 
daughter is his wife-in his delirium: Bertha of Susa. 
3 DP1111Jl,.. Matilda._ Exactly! Because I, no longer dark 
-=-.as he remembered me-but fair, introduced myself as 
"Adelaide," the mother. My daughter doesn't exist for 
him: he's never seen her-you said so yourself! So how 
can he know whether she's fair or dark? 
1. to discover or 
explain \·Jhat I lla 
been thinking abo 
e. to explain discov 
3. to convince 
L. to needle him 
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Belcredi. But he said dark, speaking generally, just 
as anyone who wants to recall, whether fair or dark, a 
memory of youth in the color of the hair! And you, as 
usual, begin to imagine things! Doctor, you said I ought 
not to have come! It's she who ought not to have come! 
Donna Matilda [upset for a moment by BELCREDI's 
remark, recovers herself. Then with a touch of anger, 
because doubtfufj. No, no ... he spoke of me ••. 
He spoke all the time to me, with me, of me • • • 
Belcredi. That's not bad! He didn't leave me a mo-
ment's breathing space; and you say he was talking all 
the' time to you? Unless you think he was alluding to you 
too, when he was talking to Peter Damiani! 
Donna Matilda [defiantly, almost exceeding the limits 
of courteous discussion]. Who knows? Can you tell me 
why, from the outset, he showed a strong dislike for you, 
for you alone? [From the tone of the question, the ex-
pected answer must almost explicitly be: "because he 
understands you are my lover." BELCREDI feels this so well 
that he remains silent and can say nothing.] 
Doctor. The reason may also be found in the fact 
that only the visit of the Duchess Adelaide and the Abbot 
of Cluny was announced to him. Finding a third person 
present, who had not been announced, at once his sus-
picions ... 
Belcredi. Yes, exacdyl His suspicion made him see an 
enemy in me: Peter Damiani! But she's got it into her 
head, that he recognized her ... 
Donna Matilda. There's no doubt about it! I could 
see it from his eyes, doctor. You know, there's a way of 
looking that leaves no doubt whatever . • • Perhaps it 
was only for an instant, but I am sure! 
Doctor. It is not impossible: a lucid moment ••• 
Donna Matilda. Yes, perhaps ... And then his 
speech seemed to me full of regret for his and my youth-
for the horrible thing that happened to him, that has 
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held him in that disguise from which he has never been 
able to free himself, and from which he longs to be free 
-he said so himself! 
Belcredi. Yes, so as to be able to make love to your 
daughter, or you, as you believe-having been touched by 
your pity. 
1 J2amla._Matilda Which is very great, I would ask you 
to believe. 
Belcredi. As one can see, Marchioness; so much so 
that a miracle-worker might expect a miracle from it! 
Doctor. Will you let me speak? I don't work miracles, 
because I am a doctor and not a miracle-worker. I listened 
very intently to all he said; and I repeat that that certain 
analogical elasticity, common to all systematized delir-
ium, is evidently with him much ... what shall I say? 
-much relaxed! The elements, that is, of his delirium 
no longer hold together. It seems to me he has lost the 
equilibrium of his second personality and sudden recol-
lections drag him-and this is very comforting-not 
from a state of incipient apathy, but rather from a mor-
bid inclination to reflective melancholy, which shows 
a ... a very considerable cerebral activity. Very com-
forting, I repeat! Now if, by this violent trick we've 
planned .•• 
2. Donna Matilda [turning to the window, in the tone 
of a"'SiC'Rfiersoncomplaining]. But how is it that the 
motor has not returned? It's three hours and a half 
since ..• 
Doctor. What do you say? 
Donna Matilda. The motor, Doctor! It's more than 
three hoursand a half . . . 
Doctor [taking out his watch and looking at it]. Yes, 
more than four hours, by this! 
Donna Matilda... It could have reached here an hour 
ago at least! But, as usual . . . 
Belcredi. Perhaps they can't find the dress .•• 
1. to make him believe 
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Donna Matilda. But I explained exactly where it was! 
[ImpalTen1lf.JA:nd Frida ... where is Frida? 
Belcredi [looking out of the window]. Perhaps she is 
in the garden with Charles ... 
Doctor. He'll talk her out of her fright. 
Belcredi. She's not afraid, Doctor; don't you belien 
it: the thing bores her rather . . . ~ 
l. IlomJ,a_-.MJJJ.~ Just don't ask anything of her! I 
know what she's like. 
Doctor. Let's wait patiently. Anyhow, it will soon be 
over, and it has to be in the evening ... It will only be 
the matter of a moment! If we can succeed in rousing 
him, as I was saying, and in breaking at one go the 
threads-already slack-which still bind him to this fic-
tion of his, giving him back what he himself asks for-you 
remember, he said: "one cannot always be twenty-six 
years old, madam!" if we can give him freedom from this 
torment, which even he feels is a torment, then if he is 
able to recover at one bound the sensation of the distance 
of time ... 
Belcredi [quickly]. He'll be cured! [Then emphati-
cally with irony.] We'll pull him out of it all! 
Doctor. Yes, we may hope to set him going again, like 
a watch which has stopped at a certain hour . . . just as 
if we had our watches in our hands and were waiting for 
that other watch to go again.-A shake-so-and let's 
hope it'll tell the time again after its long stop. [At this 
point the MARQUis CHARLES Dx NoLLI enters from the 
principal entrance.] 
9 Donna Matilda. Oh, Charles! . . . And Frida? 
L • Where is she? -
Di Nolli. She'll be here in a moment. 
Doctor. Has the motor arrived? 
Di Nolli. Yes. 
3 • Donna M~Jil.4f!.,!_ Yes? Has the dress come? 
1. 
---c-====-:= ------ ~~~- ~- .. 
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Di Nolli. It's been here some time. 
Doctor. Good! Good! 
Donna Matilda [trembling]. Where is she? Where's 
Friaar--·· ·----
Di Nolli [shrugging his shoulders and smiling sadly, 
like one lending himself unwillingly to an untimely joke]. 
You'll see, you'll see! ... [Pointing towards the hall.] 
Here she is! . . . [BERTHOLD appears at the threshold of 
the hall, and announces with solemnity.] 
BERTHOLD. Her Highness the Countess Matilda of 
Canossal [FRIDA enters, magnificent and beautiful, ar-
rayed in the robes of her mother as "Countess Matilda 
of Tuscany," so that she is a living copy of the portrait 
in the throne room.] 
FRIDA [passing BERTHOLD, who is bowing, says to him 
with disdain]. Of Tuscany, of Tuscany! Canossa is just 
':>ne of my castles! 
Belcredi [in admiration]. Look! Look! She seems an-
other person . . • 
Donna Matilda. One would say it were II Looki-
Wliy,TriOa,-rooirShe's exactly my portrait, alive! 
Doctor. Yes, yes ••• Perfect! Perfect! The portrait, 
to the life. 
Belcredi. Yes, there's no question about it. She is the 
portrait! Magnificent! 
Frida. Don't make me laugh, or I shall burst! I say, 
mother, what a tiny waist you had? I had to squeeze so 
to get into this! 
Danna MJ.W.lJJJ1. [arranging her dress a little]. Wait! 
. . Keep still! • • • These pleats • • . is it really so 
tight? 
Frida. I'm suffocating! I implore you, to be 
~uickl ... 
Doctor. But we must wait till it's evening! 
Frida. No, no, I can't hold out till evening! 
1. to admire her 
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Donna Matilda. Why did you put it on so soon? 
Frida. The moment I saw it, the temptation was irre-
sistible ... 
l2.9_7'!na Matilda. At least you could have called me, 
or have had someone help you! It's still all crumpled. 
Frida. So I saw, mother; but they are old creases; they 
won't come out. 
Doctor. It doesn't matter, Marchioness! The illusion 
is perfect. [Then coming nearer and asking her to come in 
front of her daughter, without hiding her.] If you please, 
stay there, there . . . at a certain distance . . . now a lit-
de more forward . . . 
Belcredi. For the feeling of the distance of time ... 
Donna Matilda [slightly turning to him]. Twenty 
years after! A OiSasterl A tragedy! 
Belcredi. Now don't let's exaggerate! 
Doctor [embarrassed, trying to save the situation]. 
No, nol I meant the dress .•• so as to see ... You 
know ... 
Belcredi [laughing]. Oh, as for the dress, Doctor, it 
isn't a matter of twenty years! It's eight hundred! An 
abyss! Do you really want to shove him across it [Pointing 
first to FRIDA and then to MARCHIONEss.] from there to 
here? But you'll have to pick him up in pieces with a 
basket! Just think now: for us it is a matter of twenty 
years, a couple of dresses, and a masquerade. But, if, as 
you say, Doctor, time has stopped for and around him: if 
he lives there [Pointing to FRIDA.] with her, eight hun-
dred years ago . . . I repeat: the giddiness of the jump 
will be such, that finding himself suddenly among us 
... [The DocTOR shakes his head in dissent.] You don't 
think so? 
Doctor. No, because life, my dear baron, can take up 
its rhythms. This-our life-will at once become real also 
to him; and will pull him up directly, wresting from him 
suddenly the illusion, and showing him that the eight 
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hundred years, as you say, are only twenty! It will be like 
one of those tricks, such as the leap into space, for in-
stance, of the Masonic rite, which appears to be heaven 
knows how far, and is only a step down the stairs. 
Belcredi. Ahl An ideal Yes! Look at Frida and the 
Marchioness, doctor! Which is more advanced in time? 
We old people, Doctor! The young ones think they are 
more ahead; but it isn't true: we are more ahead, because 
time belongs to us more than to them. 
Doctor. If the past didn't alienate us .•• 
Belcredi. It doesn't matter at all! How does it alien-
ate us? They [Pointing to FRIDA and DI NoLLI.] have still 
to do what we have accomplished, Doctor: to grow old, 
doing the same foolish things, more or less, as we did 
•.. This is the illusion: that one comes forward through 
a door to life. It isn't sol As soon as one is born, one starts 
dying; therefore, he who started first is the most advanced 
of all. The youngest of us is father Adami Look there: 
[Pointing to FRIDA.] eight hundred years younger than 
all of us-the Countess Matilda of Tuscany. [He makes 
her a deep bow.] 
Di Nolli. I say, Tito, don't start joking. 
Belcredi. Oh, you think I am joking? . . . 
Di N olli. Of course, of course . . . all the time. 
Belcredi. Impossible! I've even dressed up as a Bene-
dictine .•• 
Di Nolli. Yes, but for a serious purpose. 
Belcredi. Well, exacdy. If it has been serious for the 
others ... for Frida, now, for instance. [Then turning 
to the DoCTOR.] I swear, Doctor, I don't yet understand 
what you want to do. 
Doctor [annoyed]. You'll see! Let me do as I wish 
• • • At present you see the Marchioness still dressed 
as ••. 
Belcredi. Oh, she also . . . has to masquerade? 
Doctor. Of course! of course! In another dress that's 
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in there ready to be used when it comes into his head he 
sees the Countess Matilda of Canossa before him. 
Frida [while talking quietly to DI NoLLI notices the 
doctor's mistake]. Of Tuscany, of Tuscany I 
Doctor. It's all the same! 
Belcredi. Oh, I see! He'll be faced by two of 
them ... 
Doctor. Two, precisely! And then . . . 
Frida [calling him aside]. Come here, doctor! Listen! 
Doctor. Here I ami [Goes near the two young people 
and pretends to give some explanations to them.] 
Belcredi [softly to DoNNA MATILDA]. I say, this is get-
ting rather strong, you know! f 
Donna Matilda [looking him firmly in the face]. 
What? 
Belcredi. Does it really interest you as much as all 
that-to make you willing to take part in ... ? For a 
woman this is simply enormous! . . . 
Donna Matilda. Yes, for an ordinary woman. 
Telcredi. Oll,lio, my dear, for all women,-in a ques-
tion like this! It's an abnegation. 
Danna Matilda I owe it to him. 
Belcredi. Don't lie! You know well enough it's not 
hurting you! 
Donna Matilda. Well, then, where does the abnega-
tio:ri" come in? 
Belcredi. Just enough to prevent you losing caste in 
other people's eyes-and just enough to offend mel . . . 
Donna Matilda. But who is worrying about you now? 
Di Nolli [coming forward]. It's all right. It's all right. 
That's what we'll dol [Turning towards BERTHOLD.] Here 
you, go and call one of those fellows! 
Berthold. At once! [Exit.] 
.D..Ql1.1lf.l...Matilda But first of all we've got to pretend 
that we are going away. 
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Di Nolli. Exactly! I'll see to that .•• [To BELCREDI.] 
you don't mind staying here? 
Belcredi [ironically]. Oh, no, I don't mind, I don't 
mind! ... 
Di N<:Jlli. We must look out not to make him suspi-
cious again, you know. 
Belcredi. Oh, Lord! He doesn't amount to anything! 
Doctor. He must believe absolutely that we've gone 
away. [LANDOLPH followed by BERTHOLD enters from the 
right.] 
Landolph. May I come in? 
Di Nolli. Come in! Come in! I say-your name's 
Lolo, isn't it? 
Landolph. Lolo, or Landolph, just as you like! 
Di Nolli. Well, look here: the Doctor and the Mar-
chioness are leaving, at once. 
Landolph. Very well. All we've got to say is that they 
have been able to obtain the permission for the recep-
tion from His Holiness. He's in there in his own apart-
ments repenting of all he said-and in an awful state 
to have the pardon! Would you mind coming a minute? 
. . . If you would, just for a minute . . • put on the 
dress again . . . 
Doctor. Why, of course, with pleasure ..• 
Landolph. Might I be allowed to make a suggestion? 
Why not add that the Marchioness of Tuscany has in-
terceded with the Pope that he should be received? 
1. Donna Matilda. You see, he has recognized mel J • 
I:a'ftitolph. "Fm'give me ... I don't know my history 
very well. I am sure you gentlemen know it much better! 
But I thought it was believed that Henry IV had a secret 
passion for the Marchioness of Tuscany. 
2. Donna Matilda [at once]. Nothing of the kind! Noth- 2. 
ing of the kirurr-
Landolph. That's what I thought! But he says he's 
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loved her ... he's always saying it ... And now he 
fears that her indignation for this secret love of his will 
work him harm with the Pope. 
Belcredi. We must let him understand that this aver· 
sian no longer exists. 
Landolph. Exactly! Of course! 
1 • Donna Matilda [to BELCREDI]. History says-I don't 
know whether you know it or not-that the Pope gave 
way to the supplications of the Marchioness Matilda and 
the Abbot of Cluny. And I may say, my dear Belcredi, 
that I intended to take advantage of this fact-at the time 
of the pageant-to show him my feelings were not so 
hostile to him as he supposed. 
Belcredi. You are most faithful to history, Marchion-
ess ... 
Landolph. Well then, the Marchioness could spare 
herself a double disguise and present herself with Mon-
signor [Indicating the DoCTOR.] as the Marchioness of 
Tuscany. 
Doctor [quickly, energetically]. No, no! That won't 
do at all. It would ruin everything. The impression from. 
the confrontation must be a sudden one, give a shock! 
No, no, Marchioness, you will appear again as the 
Duchess Adelaide, the mother of the Empress. And then 
we'll go away. This is most necessary: that he should 
know we've gone away. Come on! Don't let's waste any 
more time! There's a lot to prepare. 
[Exeunt the DoCToR, DoNNA MATILDA, and LANDOLPH, 
right.] 
Frida. I am beginning to feel afraid again. 
Di Nolli. Again, Frida? 
Frida. It would have been better if I had seen him 
before. 
Di Nolli. There's nothing to be frightened of, really. 
Frida. He isn't furious, is he? 
Di Nolli. Of course not! he's quite calm. 
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Belcredi [with ironic sentimental affectation]. Melan-
choly! Didn't you hear that he loves you? 
Frida. Thanks! That's just why I am afraid. 
Belcredi. He won't do you any harm. 
Di Nolli. It'll only last a minute ... 
Frida. Yes, but there in the dark with him ..• 
Di Nolli. Only for a moment; and I will be near you, 
and all the others behind the door ready to run in. As 
soon as you see your mother, your part will be fin-
ished ... 
Belcredi. I'm afraid of a different thing: that we're 
wasting our time . . . 
Di Nolli. Don't begin again! The remedy seems a 
sound one to me. 
Frida. I think so tool I feel itl I'm all trembling! 
Belcredi. But, mad people, my dear friends-though 
they don't know it, alas-have this felicity which we don't 
take into account ... 
Di Nolli [interrupting, annoyed]. What felicity? Non-
sensei 
Belcredi [forcefully]. They don't reason! 
Di Nolli. What's reasoning got to do with it, anyway? 
Belcredi. Don't you call it reasoning that he will have 
to do-according to us-when he sees her [Indicates 
FRIDA.] and her mother? We've reasoned it all out, surely! 
Di Nolli. Nothing of the kind: no reasoning at all! 
We put before him a double image of his own fantasy, or 
fiction, as the doctor says. 
Belcredi [suddenly]. I say, I've never understood why 
they take degrees in medicine. 
Di Nolli [amazed]. Who? 
Belcredi. The alienists! 
Di Nolli. What ought they to take degrees in, then? 
Frida. If they are alienists, in what else should they 
take degrees? 
Belcredi. In law, of course! All a matter of talk! The 
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more they talk, the more highly they are considered. 
"Analogous elasticity," "the sensation of distance in 
time!" And the first thing they tell you is that they don't 
work miracles-when a miracle's just what is wanted! But 
they know that the more they say they are not miracle-
workers, the more folk believe in their seriousness! 
Berthold [who has been looking through the keyhole 
of the door on right]. There they are! There they are! 
They're coming in here. 
Di N olli. Are they? 
Berthold. He wants to come with them ••• Yes! 
••• He's coming tool 
Di Nolli. Let's get away, then! Let's get away, at 
once! [To BERTHOLD.] You stop here! 
Berthold. Must I? 
[Without answering him, DI NoLLI, FRIDA, and BEL-
CREDI go out by the main exit, leaving BERTHOLD 
surprised. The door on the right opens, and LAN-
[:_ c ene DOLPH enters first, bowing. Then DoNNA MATILDA 
I I comes in, with mantle and ducal crown as in the first 
act; also the DoCTOR as the ABBOT OF CLUNY. HENRY 
IV is among them in royal dress. 0RDULPH and 
HARoLD enter last of all.] 
Henry IV [following up what he has been saying in the 
other room]. And now I will ask you a question: how 
can I be astute, if you think me obstinate? 
Doctor. No, no, not obstinate! 
Henry IV [smiling, pleased]. Then you think me 
really astute? 
Doctor. No, no, neither obstinate, nor astute. 
Henry IV [with benevolent irony]. Monsignor, if 
obstinacy is not a vice which can go with astuteness, I 
hoped that in denying me the former, you would at least 
allow me a little of the latter. I can assure you I have 
great need of it. But if you want to keep it all for your-
self ••• 
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Doctor. I? I? Do I seem astute to you? 
Henry IV. No. Monsignor! What do you say? Not in 
the least! Perhaps in this case, I may seem a little obsti-
nate to you [Cutting short to speak to DoNNA MATILDA.] 
With your permission: a word in confidence to the 
Duchess. [Leads her aside and asks her very earnestly.] 
Is your daughter really dear to you? 
Donna Matilda [dismayed]. Why, yes, certainly ... 
Henry IV. Do you wish me to compensate her with all 
my love, with all my devotion, for the grave wrongs I 
have done her-though you must not believe all the 
stories my enemies tell about my dissoluteness! 
1. Donna Matilda. No, no, I don't believe them. I never 
have believed such stories. 
Henry IV. Well, then are you willing? 
Donna Matilda [confused]. What? 
1fe'fi'Fj'ITJ. That I return to love your daughter again? 
[Looks at her and adds, in a mysterious tone of warning.] 
You mustn't be a friend of the Marchioness of Tuscany! 
2 • Donna Matilda. I tell you again that she has begged 
and-tned not less than ourselves to obtain your par-
don ... 
Henry IV [softly, but excitedly]. Don't tell me that! 
Don't say that to mel Don't you see the effect it has on 
me, my Lady? 
3. Donna Matilda [looks at him; then very softly as if in 
con/[ilence]. You love her still? 
Henry IV [puzzled]. Still? Still, you say? You know, 
.then? But nobody knows! Nobody must know! . 
4 • Donna M.a_.tJJ!f-a. But perhaps she knows, if she has 
begged so hard for you! 
Henry IV [looks at her and says]. And you love your 
daughter? [Brief pause. He turns to the DOCTOR with 
laughing accents.] Ah, Monsignor, it's strange how little 
I think of my wife! It may be a sin, but I swear to you 
that I hardly feel her at all in my heart. What is stranger 
l. to appease him 
2. to plead for myself 
:. to find out ii he 
still caces for oe 
L to plead for m;;rself 
ai-";ain 
l. to asree in l. 
order to appease 
HeJlry 
Js he tryL1c; to 
make me jealous ? 
If so, I have 
succeeded. ) 
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is that her own mother scarcely feels her in her heart. 
Confess, my Lady, that she amounts to very little for you. 
[Turning to DoCToR.] She talks to me of that other 
woman, insistently, insistently, I don't know why! ... 
Landolph [humbly]. Maybe, Majesty, it is to disabuse 
you of some ideas you have had about the Marchioness of 
Tuscany. [Then, dismayed at having allowed himself this 
observation, adds.] I mean just now, of course ... 
Henry IV. You too maintain that she has been 
friendly to me? 
Landolph. Yes, at the moment, Majesty. 
Donna Matilda. Exactly! Exactly! .•• 
Henry IV. I understand. That is to say, you don't be-
lieve I love her. I see! I see! Nobody's ever believed it, 
nobody's ever thought it. Better so, then! But enough, 
enough! [Turns to the DoCToR with changed expression.] 
Monsignor, you see? The reasons the Pope has had for re-
voking the excommunication have got nothing at all to 
do with the reasons for which he excommunicated me 
originally. Tell Pope Gregory we shall meet again at 
Brixen. And you, Madame, should you chance to meet 
your daughter in the courtyard of the castle of your 
friend the Marchioness, ask her to visit me. We shall see 
if I succeed in keeping her close beside me as wife and 
Empress. Many women have presented themselves here 
already assuring me that they were she. And I thought 
to have her-yes, I tried sometimes--there's no shame in 
it, with one's wifel-But when they said they were Bertha, 
and they were from Susa, all of them-I can't think 
why-started laughing! [Confidentially.] Understand?-
in bed-I undressed-so did she-yes, by God, undressed 
-a man and a woman-it's natural after all! Like that, 
we don't bother much about who we are. And one's dress 
is like a phantom that hovers always near one. Oh, Mon-
signor, phantoms in general are nothing more than tri-
fling disorders of the spirit: images we cannot contain 
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within the bounds of sleep. They reveal themselves even 
when we are awake, and they frighten us. I . . . ah . . • 
I am always afraid when, at night time, I see disordered 
images before me. Sometimes I am even afraid of my own 
blood pulsing loudly in my arteries in the silence of 
night, like the sound of a distant step in a lonely corridor! 
... But, forgive mel I have kept you standing too long 
already. I thank you, my Lady, I thank you, Monsignor. 
[DoNNA MATILDA and the DoCTOR go off bowing. As soon 
as they have gone, HENRY IV suddenly changes his tone.] 
Buffoons, buffoons! One can play any tune on them! And 
that other fellow . . . Pietro Damiani! . . . Caught him 
out perfectly! He's afraid to appear before me again. 
[Moves up and down excitedly while saying this; then sees 
BERTHOLD, and points him out to the other three valets.] 
Oh, look at this imbecile watching me with his mouth 
wide open! [Shakes him.] Don't you understand? Don't 
you see, idiot, how I treat them, how I play the fool with 
them, make them appear before me just as I wish? Miser-
able, frightened clowns that they are! And you [Address-
ing the VALETS.] are amazed that I tear off their ridiculous 
masks now, just as if it wasn't I who had made them mask 
themselves to satisfy this taste of mine for playing the 
madman! 
Landolph-Harold-Ordulph [bewildered, looking at 
one another]. What? What does he say? What? 
Henry IV [answers them imperiously]. Enough! 
enough! Let's stop it. I'm tired of it. [Then as if the 
thought left him no peace.] By God! The impudence! To 
come here along with her lover! . . . And pretending to 
do it out of pity! So as not to infuriate a poor devil al-
ready out of the world, out of time, out of life! If it hadn't 
been supposed to be done out of pity, one can well im-
agine that fellow wouldn't have allowed it. Those people 
expect others to behave as they wish all the time. And, of 
course, there's nothing arrogant in that! Oh, not Oh, no! 
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It's merely their way of thinking, of feeling, of seeing. 
Everybody has his own way of thinking; you fellows, too. 
Yours is that of a flock of sheep-miserable, feeble, un-
certain ... But those others take advantage of this and 
make you accept their way of thinking; or, at least, they 
suppose they do; because, after all, what do they succeed 
in imposing on you? Words, words which anyone can 
interpret in his own manner! That's the way public opin-
ion is formed! And it's a bad look out for a man who finds 
himself labelled one day with one of these words which 
everyone repeats; for example "madman," or "imbecile." 
Don't you think it is rather hard for a man to keep quiet, 
when he knows that there is a fellow going about trying 
to persuade everybody that he is as he sees him, trying to 
fix him in other people's opinion as a "madman"-ac-
cording to him? Now I am talking seriously! Before I 
hurt my head, falling from my horse . . . [Stops sud-
denly, noticing the dismay of the four young men.] 
What's the matter with you? [Imitates their amazed looks.] 
What? Am I, or am I not, mad? Oh, yes! I'm mad all 
right! [He becomes terrible.] Well, then, by God, down 
on your knees, down o.>n your knees! [Makes them go 
down on their knees one by one.] I order you to go down 
on your knees before mel And touch the ground three 
times with your foreheads! Down, down! That's the way 
you've got to be before madmen! [Then annoyed with 
their facile humiliation.] Get up, sheep! You obeyed me, 
didn't you? You might have put the strait jacket on mel 
.•. Crush a man with the weight of a word-it's nothing 
-a fly! all our life is crushed by the weight of words: the 
weight of the dead. Look at me here: can you really sup-
pose that Henry IV is still alive? All the same, I speak, 
and order you live men about! Do you think it's a joke 
that the dead continue to live?-Yes, here it's a joke! But 
get out into the live worldt-Ah, you say: what a beau-
tiful sunrise-for us! All time is before usl-Dawnl We 
f 
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will do what we like with this day-. Ah, yes! To Hell 
with tradition, the old conventions! Well, go on! You will 
do nothing but repeat the old, old words, while you im-
agine you are living! [Goes up to BERTHOLD who has now 
become quite stupid.] You don't understand a word of 
this, do you? What's your name? 
Berthold. I? . . . What? . . . Berthold . . . 
Henry IV. Poor Berthold! What's your name here? 
Berthold. I . . . I . . . my name in Fino. 
Henry IV [feeling the warning and critical glances of 
the others, turns to them to reduce them to silence]. 
Fino? 
Berthold. Fino Pagliuca, sire. 
Henry IV [turning to LANDoLPH]. I've heard you call 
each other by your nick-names often enough! Your name 
is Lolo, isn't it? 
Landolph. Yes, sire ... [Then with a sense of im-
mense joy.] Oh Lordi Oh Lordi Then he is not mad .•• 
Henry IV [brusquely]. What? 
Landolph [hesitating]. No ... I said ... 
Henry IV. Not mad, any more. No. Don't you see? 
We're having a joke on those that think I am mad! [To 
HARoLD.] I say, boy, your name's Franco ... [To OR-
DULPH] And yours •.. 
Ordulph. Momo. 
Henry IV. Momo, Momo ... A nice name that! 
Landolph. So he isn't .. . 
Henry IV. What are you talking about? Of course 
not! Let's have a jolly, good laugh! . . . [Laughs.] Ahl 
•.. Ahl ••. Ahl ... 
Landolph-Harold-Ordulph [looking at each other 
half happy and half dismayed]. Then he's cured! ..• 
he's all right! ... 
Henry IV. Silence! Silence! ... [To BERTHOLD.] 
Why don't you laugh? Are you offended? I didn't mean 
it especially for you. It's convenient for everybody to in-
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sist that certain people are mad, so they can be shut up. 
Do you know why? Because it's impossible to hear them 
speak! What shall I say of these people who've just gone 
away? That one is a whore, another a libertine, another 
a swindler ... don't you think so? You can't believe 
a word he says ... don't you think so?-By the way, 
they all listen to me terrified. And why are they terrified, 
if what I say isn't true? Of course, you can't believe what 
madmen say-yet, at the same time, they stand there 
with their eyes wide open with terrori-Why? Tell me, 
tell me, why?-You see I'm quite calm now! 
Berthold. But, perhaps, they think that . . . 
Henry IV. No, no, my dear fellow! Look me well in 
the eyes! .•. I don't say that it's true-nothing is true, 
Berthold! But . . . look me in the eyes! 
Berthold. Well ... 
Henry IV. You see? You see? ..• You have terror in 
your own eyes now because I seem mad to you! There's 
the proof of itt [Laughs.] 
Landolph [coming forward in the name of the others, 
exasperated). What proof? 
Henry IV. Your being so dismayed because now I 
seem again mad to you. You have thought me mad up to 
now, haven't you? You feel that this dismay of yours can 
become terror too-something to dash away the ground 
from under your feet and deprive you of the air you 
breathe! Do you know what it means to find yourselves 
face to face with a madman-with one who shakes the 
foundations of all you have built up in yourselves, your 
logic, the logic of all your constructions? Madmen, lucky 
folk! construct without logic, or rather with a logic that 
flies like a feather. Voluble! Voluble! Today like this and 
tomorrow-who knows? You say: "This cannot be'!; but 
for them everything can be. You say: "This isn't true!" 
And why? Because it doesn't seem true to you, or you, or 
you ••• (Indicates the three of them in succession.] ••• 
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and to a hundred thousand others! One must see what 
seems true to these hundred thousand others who are not 
supposed to be mad! What a magnificent spectacle they 
afford, when they reason! What flowers of logic they scat-
ter! I know that when I was a child, I thought the moon 
in the pond was real. How many things I thought real! 
I believed everything I was told-and I was happy! Be-
cause it's a terrible thing if you don't hold on to that 
which seems true to you today-to that which will seem 
true to you tomorrow, even if it is the opposite of that 
which seemed true to you yesterday. I would never wish 
you to think, as I have done, on this horrible thing which 
really drives one mad: that if you were beside another 
and looking into his eyes-as I one day looked into some-
body's eyes-you might as well be a beggar before a door 
never to be opened to you; for he who does enter there 
will never be you, but someone unknown to you with his 
own different and impenetrable world . . . [Long pause. 
Darkness gathers in the room, increasing the sense of 
strangeness and consternation in which the four young 
men are involved. HENRY IV remains aloof, pondering on 
the misery which is not only his, but everybody's. Then 
he pulls himself up, and says in an ordinary tone.] It's 
getting dark here . . • 
Ordulph. Shall I go for a lamp? 
Henry IV [ironically]. The lamp. yes the lamp! .•• 
Do you suppose I don't know that as soon as I tum my 
back with my oil lamp to go to bed, you tum on the elec-
tric light for yourselves, here, and even there, in the 
throne room? I pretend not to see it! 
Ordulph. Well, then, shall I tum it on now? 
Henry IV. No, it would blind mel I want my lamp! 
Ordulph. It's ready here behind the door. [Goes to 
the main exit, opens the door, goes out for a moment, 
and returns with an ancient lamp which is held by a ring 
at the top.] 
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Henry IV. Ah, a little light! Sit there around the 
table, no, not like that; in an elegant, easy, manner! ... 
[To HAROLD.] Yes, you, like that! [Poses him.] [Then to 
BERTHOLD.] You, sol ... and I, here! [Sits opposite 
them.] We could do with a little decorative moonlight. 
It's very useful for us, the moonlight. I feel a real neces-
sity for it, and pass a lot of time looking up at the moon 
from my window. Who would think, to look at her that 
she knows that eight hundred years have passed, and that 
I, seated at the window, cannot really be Henry IV gazing 
at the moon like any poor devil? But, look, look! See 
what a magnificent night scene we have here: the em-
peror surrounded by his faithful counsellors! . . . How 
do you like it? 
Landolph [softly to HARow, so as not to break the en-
chantment]. And to think it wasn't true! ... 
Henry IV. True? What wasn't true? 
Landolph [timidly as if to excuse himself]. No ••. 
I mean •.. I was saying this morning to him [Indicates 
BERTHOLD.]-he has just entered on service here--I was 
saying: what a pity that dressed like this and with so 
many beautiful costumes in the wardrobe ..• and with 
a room like that ..• [Indicates the throne room.] 
Henry IV. Well? what's the pity? 
Landolph. Well ... that we didn't know .•. 
Henry IV. That it was all done in jest, this comedy? 
Landolph. Because we thought that . . . 
Harold [coming to his assistance]. Yes ... that it 
was done seriously! 
Henry IV. What do you say? Doesn't it seem serious 
to you? 
Landolph. But if you say that • • • 
Henry IV. I say that-you are fools! You ought to 
have known how to create a fantasy for yourselves, not to 
act it for me, or anyone coming to see me; but naturally, 
simply, day by day, before nobody, feeling yourselves alive 
----------
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in the history of the eleventh century, here at the court 
of your emperor, Henry IV! You, Ordulph [Taking him 
by the arm.], alive in the castle of Goslar, waking up in 
the morning, getting out of bed, and entering straightway 
into the dream, clothing yourself in the dream that would 
be no more a dream, because you would have lived it, 
felt it all alive in you. You would have drunk it in with 
the air you breathed; yet knowing all the time that it was 
a dream, so you could better enjoy the privilege afforded 
you of having to do nothing else but live this dream, this 
far off and yet actual dream! And to think that at a dis-
tance of eight centuries from this remote age of ours, so 
colored and so sepulchral, the men of the twentieth 
century are torturing themselves in ceaseless anxiety to 
know how their fates and fortunes will work out! 
Whereas you are already in history with me 
Landolph. Yes, yes, very good! 
Henry IV. • o o Everything determined, everything 
settled! 
Ordulph. Yes, yes! 
Henry IV. And sad as is my lot, hideous as some of the 
events are, bitter the struggles and troublous the time-
still all history! All history that cannot change, under-
stand? All fixed for ever! And you could have admired at 
your ease how every effect followed obediently its cause 
with perfect logic, how every event took place precisely 
and coherently in each minute particular! The pleasure, 
the pleasure of history, in fact, which is so great, was 
yours. 
Landolph. Beautiful, beautiful! 
Henry IV. Beautiful, but it's finished! Now that you 
know, I could not do it any morel [Takes his lamp to go 
to bed.] Neither could you, if up to now you haven't 
understood the reason of it! I am sick of it now. [Almost 
to himself with violent contained rage.] By God, I'll make 
her sorry she came here! Dressed herself up as a mother-
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in-law for me • • • I And he as an abbot • • . I And they 
bring a doctor with them to study me . . • I Who knows 
if they don't hope to cure me? ••• Clowns ... I I'd 
like to smack one of them at least in the face: yes, that 
one-a famous swordsman, they say! . • • He'll kill me 
•.. Well, we'll see, we'll see! ••• [A knock at the door.] 
Who is it? 
The Voice of john. Deo Gratiasl 
Harold [very pleased at the chance for another joke]. 
Oh, it's John, it's old John, who comes every night to play 
the monk. 
Ordulph [rubbing his hands]. Yes, yes! Let's make 
him do it! 
Henry IV [at once, severely]. Fool, why? Just to play 
a joke on a poor old man who does it for love of me? 
Landolph [to 0RDULPH]. It has to be as if it were true. 
Henry IV. Exactly, as if true! Because, only so, truth 
is not a jest [Opens the door and admits JoHN dressed as a 
humble friar with a roll of parchment under his arm.] 
Come in, come in, father! [Then assuming a tone of tragic 
gravity and deep resentment.] All the documents of my 
life and reign favorable to me were destroyed deliberately 
by my enemies. One only has escaped destruction, this, my 
life, written by a humble monk who is devoted to me. 
And you would laugh at him! [Turns affectionately to 
JoHN, and invites him to sit down at the table.] Sit down, 
father, sit down! Have the lamp near you! [Puts the lamp 
near him.] Write! Write! 
john [opens the parchment and prepares to write from 
dictation]. I am ready, your Majesty! 
Henry IV [dictating]. "The decree of peace pro-
claimed at Mayence helped the poor and the good, while 
it damaged the powerful and the bad. [Curtain begins to 
fall.] It brought wealth to the former, hunger and mis-
ery to the latter ... " 
Curtain. 
Act III 
Action to assure myself and otl.1ers that Henry is cured c.u'ld thus 
to hope he might accept me 
This act is to be also played with ~reat sincerity. Natilda 
believes herself cleansed and dares to think she can tear her 
mask. Only at t~,e very end does she realize this is inpos:;j_ble. 
She will "nave to continue livin~; tlJ.e meaningless life she 1:las led. 
[)he can only run out screarnirlc:; tr1at lie:::n·y is rrad beC<..:'.Pse sbe ;:mst 
deci ~-v-o ::..ersE::lf a;_;ain. Only .. mdrnen cle:u:e iJo tell the truth. 
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ACT III 
The throne room so dark that the wall at the bottom is 
hardly seen. The canvases of the two portraits have been 
taken away; and, within their frames, FRIDA, dressed as 
the "Marchioness of Tuscany" and CHARLES DI NoLLI, as 
"H~nry IV," have taken the exact positions of the por-
tratts. 
For a moment, after the raising of curtain, the stage is 
empty. Then the door on the left opens; and HENRY IV, 
holding the lamp by the ring on top of it, enters. He looks 
back to speak to the four young men, who, with JoHN, are 
presumedly in the adjoining hall, as at the end of the sec-
ond act. 
Henry IV. No, stay where you are, stay where you are. 
I shall manage all right by myself. Good night! [Closes the 
door and walks, very sad and tired, across the hall towards 
the second door on the right, which leads into his apart-
ments.] 
Frida [as soon as she sees that he has just passed the 
throne, whispers from the niche like one who is on the 
point of fainting away with fright]. Henry ••• 
Henry IV [stopping at the voice, as if someone had 
stabbed him traitorously in the back, turns a terror-
stricken face towards the wall at the bottom of the room; 
raising an arm instinctively, as if to defend himself and 
ward off a blow]. Who is calling me? [It is not a ques-
tion, but an exclamation vibrating with terror, which 
does not expect a reply from the darkness and the terrible 
silence of the hall, which suddenly fills him with the sus-
picion that he is really mad.] 
Frida [at his shudder of terror, is herself not less fright-
ened at the part she is playing, and repeats a little more 
loudly]. Henry! .•. [But, although she wishes to act 
1. to comfort Frida 
ar_1d to drav/ 
everyone's 
attention to 
HenTy 
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the part as they have given it to her, she stretches her 
head a little out of the frame towards the other frame.] 
Henry IV [gives a dreadful cry; lets the lamp fall from 
his hands to cover his head with his arms, and makes a 
movement as if to run away]. 
Frida [jumping from the frame on to the stand and 
shouting like a mad woman]. Henry! .•• Henry! ... 
I'm afraid! . . . I'm terrified! . . . 
[And while Dx NoLLI jumps in turn on to the stand and 
thence to the floor and runs to FRIDA who, on the 
verge of fainting, continues to cry out, the DocroR, 
DoNNA MATILDA, also dressed as "Matilda of Tus-
cany," TITo BELCREDI, LANDOLPH, BERTHOLD and 
JoHN enter the hall from the doors on the right and 
on the left. One of them turns on the light: a strange 
light coming from lamps hidden in the ceiling so that 
only the upper part of the stage is well lighted. The 
others without taking notice of HENRY IV, who looks 
on astonished by the unexpected inrush, after the 
moment of terror which still causes him to tremble, 
run anxiously to support and comfort the still shak-
ing FRIDA, who is moaning in the arms of her fiance. 
All are speaking at the same time.] 
Di Nolli. No, no, Frida ..• Here I am ... I am 
beside you! 
Doctor [coming with the others]. Enough! Enough! 
There's nothing more to be done! ... 
] • Donna Matilda. He is cured, Frida. Look! He is 
cured! Don't you see? 
Di Nolli [astonished]. Cured? 
Belcredi. It was only for fun! Be calm! 
Frida. No! I am afraid! I am afraid! 
D...Qnna Matilda. Afraid of what? Look at him! He 
was never mad at all! ... 
Di Nolli. That isn't true! What are you saying? 
Cured? 
f 
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Doctor. It appears so. I should say so . 
Belcredi. Yes, yes! They have told us so. [Pointing to 
• the four young men.] 
I • Donna Matilda Yes, for a long time! He has confided 
in them, told them the truth! 
Di Nolli [now more indignant than astonished]. But 
what does it mean? If, up to a short time ago ... ? 
Belcredi. Hum! He was acting, to take you in and also 
us, who in good faith ... 
Di Nolli. Is it possible? To deceive his sister, also, 
right up to the time of her death? 
Henry IV [remains apart, peering at one and now at 
the other under the accusation and the mockery of what 
all believe to be a cruel joke of his, which is now revealed. 
He has shown by the flashing of his eyes that he is medi-
tating a revenge, which his violent contempt prevents him 
from defining clearly, as yet. Stung to the quick and with 
a clear idea of accepting the fiction they have insidiously 
worked up as true, he bursts forth at this point]. Go on, 
I say! Go on! 
Di Nolli [astonished at the cry]. Go on! What do you 
mean? 
Henry IV. It isn't your sister only that is dead! 
Di Nolli. My sister? Yours, I say, whom you compelled 
up to the last moment, to present herself here as your 
mother Agnes! 
Henry IV. And was she not your mother? 
Di Nolli. My mother? Certainly my mother! 
Henry IV. But your mother is dead for me, old and 
far away! You have just got down now from there. [Point-
ing to the frame from which he jumped down.] And how 
do you know whether I have not wept her long in secret, 
dressed even as I am? 
Donna Matilda [dismayed, looking at the others]. 
What does he say? [Much impressed, observing him.] 
Quietly! quietly, for Heaven's sake! 
1. to explain that he 
is cured 
2. to doubt his saneness 
for a. uo;,lent 
l. to silence and l. 
dismiss Belcredi 
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Henry IV. What do I say? I ask all of you if Agnes 
was not the mother of Henry IV? [Turns to FRIDA as if she 
were really the "Marchioness of Tuscany."] You, Mar-
chioness, it seems to me, ought to know. -
Frida [still frightened, draws closer to Dt NoLLI]. No, 
no, I don't know. Not II 
Doctor. It's the madness returning .... Quiet now, 
everybody! 
Belcredi [indignant]. Madness indeed, Doctor! He's 
acting again! • . . 
Henry IV [suddenly]. I? You have emptied those two 
frames over there, and he stands before my eyes as Henry 
IV ... 
Belcredi. We've had enough of this joke now. 
Henry IV. Who said joke? 
Doctor [loudly to BELCREDI]. Don't excite him, for the 
love of God! 
Belcredi [without lending an ear to him, but speaking 
louder]. But they have said so [Pointing again to the 
four young men.], they, they! 
Henry IV [turning round and looking at them]. You? 
Did you say it was all a joke? 
Landolph [timid and embarrassed]. No ... really 
we said that you were cured. 
Belcredi. Look here! Enough of this! [To DoNNA 
MATILDA.] Doesn't it seem to you that the sight of him, 
[Pointing to Dt NoLLI.] Marchioness, and that of your 
daughter dressed so, is becoming an intolerable puerility? 
~D_!!_"!.~atilda. Oh, be quiet! What does the dress 
matter, if he is cured? 
Henry IV. Cured, yes! I am cured! [To BELCREDI.] ah, 
but not to let it end this way all at once, as you suppose! 
[Attacks him.] Do you know that for twenty years nobody 
has ever dared to appear before me here like you and that 
gentleman? [Pointing to the DocTOR.] 
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Belcredi. Of course I know it. As a matter of fact, I 
too appeared before you this morning dressed . • • 
Henry IV. As a monk, yes! 
Belcredi. And you took me for Peter Damiani! And I 
didn't even laugh, believing, in fact, that ... 
Henry IV. That I was mad! Does it make you laugh 
seeing her like that, now that I am cured? And yet you 
might have remembered that in my eyes her appearance 
now . . . [Interrupts himself with a gesture of con-
tempt.] Ahl [Suddenly turns to the DocTOR.] You are a 
doctor, aren't you? 
Doctor. Yes. 
Henry IV. And you also took part in dressing her up 
as the Marchioness of Tuscany? To prepare a counter-
joke for me here, eh? 
1. Donna Matilda [impetuously]. No, no! What do you 
say1"ltwas donelor you! I did it for your sake. 
Doctor [quickly]. To attempt, to try, not . know-
ing ... 
Henry IV [cutting him short]. I understand. I say 
counter-joke, in his case [Indicates BELCREDI.] because he 
believes that I have been carrying on a jest . . . 
Belcredi. But excuse me, what do you mean? You say 
yourself you are cured. 
Henry IV. Let me speak! [To the DOCTOR.] Do you 
know, Doctor, that for a moment you ran the risk of mak-
ing me mad again? By God, to make the portraits speak; 
to make them jump alive out of their frames ... 
Doctor. But you saw that all of us ran in at once, as 
soon as they told us . . . 
Henry IV. Certainly! [Contemplates FRIDA and DI 
NOLLI, and then looks at the MARCHIONESS, and finally 
at his own costume.] The combination is very beautiful 
... Two couples ... Very good, very good, Doctor! 
For a madman, not bad! ••. [With a slight wave of his 
1. to 1:1ClL:e him understand 
my feelinc; for him 
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hand to BELCREDI.] It seems to him now to be a carnival 
out of season, eh? [Turns to look at him.] We'll get rid 
now of this masquerade costume of mine, so that I may 
come away with you. What do you say? 
Belcredi. With me? With us? 
Henry IV. Where shall we go? To the Club? In dress 
coats and with white ties? Or shall both of us go to the 
Marchioness' house? 
Belcredi. Wherever you like! Do you w:mt to remain 
here still, to continue-alone-what was nothing but the 
unfortunate joke of a day of carnival? It is really incred-
ible, incredible how you have been able to do all this, 
freed from the disaster that befell you! 
Henry IV. Yes, you see how it was! The fact is that 
falling from my horse and striking my head as I did, I 
was really mad for I know not how long • • • 
Doctor. Ah! Did it last long? 
Henry IV [very quickly to the DocToR]. Yes, Doctor, a 
long time! I think it must have been about twelve years. 
[Then suddenly turning to speak to BELCREDI.] Thus I 
saw nothing, my dear fellow, of all that, after that day 
of carnival, happened for you but not for me: how things 
changed, how my friends deceived me, how my place was 
taken by another, and all the rest of it! And suppose my 
place had been taken in the heart of the woman I loved? 
... And how should I know who was dead or who had 
disappeared? ... All this, you know, wasn't exactly a 
jest for me, as it seems to you . . . 
Belcredi. No, no! I don't mean that if you please. I 
mean after ... 
Henry IV. Ah, yes? After? One day [Stops and ad-
dresses the DocroR.]-A most interesting case, Doctor! 
Study me well! Study me carefully! [Trembles while 
speaking.] All by itself, who knows how, one day the trou-
ble here [Touches his forehead.] mended. Little by little, 
I open my eyes, and at first I don't know whether I am 
--~------
HENRY IV 203 
asleep or awake. Then I know I am awake. I touch this 
thing and that; I see clearly again . . . Ahl-then, as he • 
says [Alludes to BELCREDI.] away, away with this masquer-
ade, this incubus! Let's open the windows, breathe life 
once again! Away! Away! Let's run out! [Suddenly pull-
ing himself up.] But where? And to do what? To show 
myself to all, secretly, as Henry IV, not like this, but arm 
in arm with you, among my dear friends? 
Belcredi. What are you saying? . ? 1 
Donna Matilda. Who could a~i.91~~.&8 not 
think 9f iiizl@iied. It was an accident. 
l t • Henry IV. They all said I was mad before. [To BEL-
CREDI.] And you know it! You were more ferocious than 
any one against those who tried to defend me. 
Belcredi. Oh, that was only a joke! 
Henry IV. Look at my hair! [Shows him the hair on 
the nape of his neck.] 
Belcredi. But mine is grey tool 
Henry IV. Yes, with this difference: that mine went 
grey here, as Henry IV, do you understand? And I. riever 
knew it! I perceived it all of a sudden, one day, when I 
opened my eyes; and I was terrified because I understood 
at once that not only had my hair gone grey, but that I 
was all grey, inside; that everything had fallen to pieces, 
that everything was finished; and I was going to arrive, 
hungry as a wolf, at a banquet which had already been 
cleared away . . . 
Belcredi. Yes, but, what about the others? ... 
Henry IV [quickly]. Ah, yes, I know! They couldn't 
wait until I was cured, not even those, who, behind my 
back, pricked my saddled horse till it bled .... 
Di Nolli [agitated]. What, what? 
Henry IV. Yes, treacherously, to make it rear and 
cause me to fall. 
Donna Matilda [quickly, in horror]. This is the first 
time I knew that. 
l. to stop the coming 
storm between them 
1. to find out 
( Was Belcr.~·c1i 
behind us ? 
But, he no 
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Henry IV. That was also a joke, probably! 
1. Donna Matilda. But who did it? Who was behind us, 
th~ 
Henry IV. It doesn't matter who it was. All those 
that went on feasting and were ready to leave me their 
scrapings, Marchioness, of miserable pity, or some dirty 
remnant of remorse in the filthy plate! Thanks! [Turning 
quickly to the Docro&.] Now, Doctor, the case must be 
absolutely new in the history of madness; I preferred to 
remain mad-since I found everything ready and at my 
disposal for this new exquisite fantasy. I would live it-
this madness of mine-with the most lucid consciousness; 
and thus revenge myself on the brutality of a stone which 
had dinted by head. The solitude-this solitude-squalid 
and empty as it appeared to me when I opened my eyes 
again- I determined to .deck it out with all the colors 
and splendors of that far off day of carnival, when you 
[Looks at DoNNA MATILDA and points FRIDA out to her.] 
-when you, Marchioness, triumphed. So I would oblige 
all those who were around me to follow, by God, at my 
orders that famous pageant which had been-for you and 
not for me-the jest of a day. I would make it become-
for ever-no more a joke but a reality, the reality of a real 
madness: here, all in masquerade, with throne room, and 
these my four secret counsellors: secret and, of course, 
traitors. [He turns quickly towards them.] I should like to 
know what you have gained by revealing the fact that I 
was cured! If I am cured, there's no longer any need of 
you, and you will be discharged! To give anyone one's 
confidence ... that is really the act of a madman. But 
now I accuse you in my turn. [Turning to the others.] Do 
you know? They thought [Alludes to the VALETS.] they 
could make fun of me too with you. [Bursts out laughing. 
The others laugh, but shamefacedly, except DoNNA 
MATILDA.] 
HENRY IV 
Belcredi [to DI NOLLI]. Well, imagine that 
That's not bad . . . 
Di Nolli [to the FouR YouNG MEN). You? 
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Henry IV. We must pardon them. This dress [Pluck-
ing his dress.] which is for me the evident, voluntary 
caricature of that other continuous, everlasting masquer-
ade, of which we are the involuntary puppets [Indicates 
BELCREDI.], when, without knowing it, we mask ourselves 
with that which we appear to be ... ah, that dress of 
theirs, this masquerade of theirs, of course, we must for-
give it them, since they do not yet see it is identical with 
themselves ... [Turning again to BELCREDI.] You know, 
it is quite easy to get accustomed to it. One walks about 
as a tragic character, just as if it were nothing ... [Imi-
tates the tragic manner.] in a room like this .•. Look 
here, doctor! I remember a priest, certainly Irish, a 
nice-looking priest, who was sleeping in the sun one No-
vember day, with his arm on the corner of the bench of 
a public garden. He was lost in the golden delight of the 
mild sunny air which must have seemed for him almost 
summery. One may be sure that in that moment he did 
not know any more that he was a priest, or even where 
he was. He was dreaming ... A little boy passed with a 
flower in his hand. He touched the priest with it here 
on the neck. I saw him open his laughing eyes, while all 
his mouth smiled with the beauty of his dream. He was 
forgetful of everything ... But all at once, he pulled 
himself together, and stretched out his priest's cassock; 
and there came back to his eyes the same seriousness 
which you have seen in mine; because the Irish priests 
defend the seriousness of their Catholic faith with the 
same zeal with which I defend the sacred rights of he-
reditary monarchy! I am cured, gentlemen: because I can 
act the madman to perfection, here; and I do it very 
quietly, I'm only sorry for you that have to live your 
1. 
2. 
to J:'eprimmld 
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are;ument 
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madness so agitatedly, without knowing it or seeing it. 
Belcredi. It comes to this, then, that it is we who are 
mad. That's what it is! 
Henry IV [containing his irritation]. But if you 
weren't mad, both you and she [Indicating the MAR-
CHIONESS.] would you have come here to see me? 
Belcredi. To tell the truth, I came here believing that 
you were the madman. 
Henry IV [suddenly indicating the MARCHIONESS]. 
And she? 
Belcredi. Ah, as for her ... I can't say. I see she is 
all fascinated by your words, by this conscious madness of 
yours. [Turns to her.] Dressed as you are [Speaking to 
her.], you could even remain here to live it out, Mar-
chioness. 
Donna Matilda. You are insolent! 
Henry JJI [conciliatingly]. No, Marchioness, what he 
means to say is that the miracle would be complete, ac-
cording to him, with you here, who--as the Marchioness 
of Tuscany, you well know,-could not be my friend, 
save, as at Canossa, to give me a litde pity ... 
Belcredi. Or even more than a litdel She said so her-
self! 
Henry IV [to the MARCHIONESS, continuing]. And 
even, shall we say, a litde remorse! •.. 
Belcredi. Yes, that too she has admitted. 
Donna Matilda [angry]. Now look here . 
Henry IV [quickly, to placate her]. Don't bother 
about him! Don't mind him! Let him go on infuriating 
me-though the Doctor's told him not to. [Turns to 
BELCREDI.] But do you suppose I am going to trouble my-
self any more about what happened between us-the 
share you had in my misfortune with her [Indicates the 
MARCHIONESS to him and pointing BELCREDI out to her.] 
the part he has now in your life? This is my life! Quite a 
different thing from your life! Your life, the life in which 
-----~- --~ ----
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you have grown old-! have not lived that life. [To 
PoNNA MATILDA.] Was this what you wanted to show me 
with this sacrifice of yours, dressing yourself up like this, 
according to the Doctor's idea? Excellently done, Doctor! 
Oh, an excellent idea:-"As we were then, eh? and as we 
are now?" But I am not a madman according to your way 
of thinking, Doctor. I know very well that that man 
there [Indicates D1 NoLLI.] cannot be me; because I . 
am Henry IV, and have been, these twenty years, cast in 
this eternal masquerade. She has lived these years! [In-
dicates the MARCHIONEss.] She has enjoyed them and has 
become-look at her!-a woman I can no longer recog-
nize. It is so that I knew her! [Points to FRIDA and draws 
near her.] This is the Marchioness I know, always this 
one! ... You seem a lot of children to be so easily 
frightened by me ... [To FRIDA.] And you're frightened 
too, little girl, aren't you, by the jest that they made you 
take part in-though they didn't understand it wouldn't 
be the jest they meant it to be, for me? Oh miracle of 
miracles! Prodigy of prodigies! The dream alive in you! 
More than alive in you! It was an image that wavered 
there and they've made you come to life! Oh, mine! 
You're mine, mine, mine, in my own right! [HE holds her 
in his arms, laughing like a madman, while all stand still 
terrified. Then as they advance to tear FRIDA from his 
arms, he becomes furious, terrible and cries imperiously 
to his VALETS.] Hold them! Hold them! I order you to 
hold them! 
[The FouR YouNG MEN amazed, yet fascinated, move to 
execute his orders, automatically, and seize D1 NoLLI, 
the DocToR, and BELCREDI.] 
Belcredi [freeing himself]. Leave her alone! Leave her 
alone! You're no madman! 
Henry IV [in a flash draws the sword from the side of 
LANDOLPH, who is close to him]. I'm not mad, eh! Take 
that, you! . • • [Drives sword into him. A cry of horror 
( He only shows disgust 
for me. Both of us 
have grown old leading 
difL'erent lives. 
~here is no way of 
recapturin3 the past. 
It was only an illusion. 
1. to c;et out 
( Tito ! He has 
killed him ) 
• 
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goes up. All rush over to assist BELCREDI, crying out to-
1. gether.] Donna Iilatilda. He's mad, mad. 
Di Nollt. Has liewounaeayou? 
Berthold. Yes, yes, seriously! 
Doctor. I told you sol 
Frida. Oh God, oh God! 
Di Nolli. Frida, come here! 
DofrlfW.-~UUJ~~~.ma&l 
Di N olli. Hold him! 
Belcredi [while THEY take him away by the left exit, 
HE protests as he is borne out]. No, no, you're not mad! 
Vou're not mad. He's not mad! 
[THEY go out by the left amid cries and excitement. 
After a moment, one hears a still sharper, more 
piercing cry from DoNNA MATILDA, and then, 
silence.] 
Henry IV [who has remained on the stage between 
LANDOLPH, HAROLD and 0RDULPH, with his eyes almost 
starting out of his head, terrified by the life of his own 
masquerade which has driven him to crime.] Now, yes 
... we'll have to [Calls his VALETS around him as if to 
protect him.] here we are . . . together ... for ever! 
Curtain. 
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Gentlemen: 
March 27, 1961 
I re~pectfully request permission of you to prepare an 
Acting Book on the part of Hedda in Henrik Ibsen's Hedda 
C"rabler as partial fulfillmentfor the Master of Fine Arts 
degree in Acting. 
Hedda Gabler is undoubtedly one of t te best part• ever 
written for a woman. It is a challenge to any actress. 
An analysis of this part would help me not only as an ac-
tress but also as a playwright. I must be honest with you 
and say that playwriting is my main interest in the field 
of the theatre. At the moment I am writing a play which 
de2ls with human bein7,s stifled by a rigid society. A 
detailed study of He·3da Gabler as a person and Hedda 
(}abler as a play, which are in a sense the same, will 
defi nl te 1 y throw some lie;ht not only on my pre sent ven-
ture but on any futl.lt'e attempts at cha-> acter development 
which for me represents one of the basic and very necessary 
elements in a d:rama. 
Respectfully, 
Myrna Casas 
Henl"ik Ibsen 
Penl"ik Ibsen was bol"n on Mal"ch 20, 1828 in the city of 
Skien in southel"n Nol"way. His father, Knut Ibsen, a l"ela-
tively wealthy man, was in the lumber- business. In 1836, 
th:rou gh a se:ries of misfo:rt unes, the business collapsed and 
the family was .fo:rced to move f:rom Skien to a small fa:rm 
in nea:rby Venstob. On thei:r :retUl"n to Skien in 1842, Hen:rik, 
who had been given p:rivate schooling, attended school fo:r 
slightly roo l"e than a year. In 1843 he was con firmed in the 
Luthe:ran Church of which his mother was a fervent membe:r. 
The following year he left his native city fo:r Grimstad. 
Thel"e, in this out of the way town, he spent four years as 
an apotheca:ry 1 s apprentice. These years, passed in almost 
complete isolation--reading eno:rmously, writing poetry, 
painting--were ~rhaps the most receptive and telling of his 
life. 
By the time he was twenty-two, Ibsen had written a 
tragedy in blank-verse, Catiline, which a friend had tried 
in vain to publish in Chl"istiania (Oslo). He left G:rimstad 
for Chrtstiania whel"e he b:ld an inauspicious beginning as an 
au thO :r. He secu~ed an appointment as "the at :re poet" fol" the 
Natiore.l Thert::re in Bergen. During his six years in Bergen 
he wl"ote, di!'ected, and adapted plays, thus becoming thor-
oughly familial" with theat:rical technique and production. 
The tide of his life seemed to turn in his favor aftel" this 
2 
since he won ce:rtaln recognition as a poet and he married 
happ1.ly. But, he accepted an appointment at ano~her theatre 
in Christiania in 1857 end the venture turned out to be any-
thing but an improvement. The next years were the darkest 
in his life, full c,f depressing misfortune, humiliations, 
and disappojntments. He was left without a regular income, 
with a family on his hands. He did but little to keep him-
self above water and had to accept financial aid from some 
friends. His plays were poetic dramas which did not have 
much success and he did not help his situation by publishing 
I,ove 1 s Co:nedy, a virulent satire on the small society around 
him, which aroused a storm of ill will. 
In 1864 Ibsen was given a small travelling grant by the 
government. He left Norway for Rome. It was in the eternal 
city that he wrote his two great poetic dramas, Brand (1866) 
and Peer Gynt (1867}. These plays won him prestige and what 
was ve~y important--a pension. 
After 1868 he left Rome and moved to Dresden with his 
family. He made Germany his ho,ne for most of the next 
twenty-three years. It was there that he wrote his Realistic 
or Hodern Dramas which established him as the lea ding drama-
tist of his time. The first play of this groi..l.p to obtain 
international recognition was A Doll's House -published in 
1879. 
In 1891, Ibsen returned to Norway where he was received 
3 
with great a cc la im. He remained to live in Christiania 
until his death on May 23, 1906. 
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Hedda Gabler - A Human Being Upon the Groundwork of Social 
Conditions 
Henrik Ibsen was essentially a poet. Since his adol-
escence, when he started writing lyrical and philosophical 
ooetry, until the time of his death he neverceased to be one. 
Eis dramatic writings may well be divided into the following 
three categories: Historic and Romantic Dramas, Dramatic 
P8ems, and r1odern or Social Dramas. Only in these latter 
ones such as: Pillara of Sbciety, Ghosts, Doll's House, 
An Enemy of the People, Rosmersholm, The Wild Duck, The 
Master builder, The Lady 8f the Sea, Little Evolf, John 
Gabriel Barkman, Hedda Gabler, When We Dead Awaken and The 
Lea~ue of Youth, does he discard verse as a medium of scenic 
expression. Prior to these, his other twe 1 ve plays are 
written either completely or for the most part in verse. 
His last group of plays deals with social problems and 
individual conflicts. Their drama lies in the opposing 
forces: the "pillars of society" against the individual. 
Georg Brandes, 1 one of Ibsen 1 s biographers, justifies the 
author's preoccupi tion with man's struggle in society in the 
1. Georg Brandes, the Danish critic, discovered Kierkegaard 
more than two decades after the philosopher's death in 1855 
and was greAtly resn~:msible for spreading his works in both 
Scandinavia and Germany. Ibsen was undoubtedly influenced 
by Kierke gaard 1 s "Work. 
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following way: "The new world dis covered by Kierkegaard 
represents an idea: the individual. This was a precious 
j ewe 1 wl th which he c onf ronte d h1.s tine • In an era where the 
doctrine of proper behavior reigned, it was a noble gesture 
to shout the word 'indiv idua 1' and to hope to convince peo-
ple that, thanks to the individual, a degenerate race could 
become sincere humanity."2 
Ibsen was precisely preoccupied with how human beings 
could reconcile their life in society with their own per-
sonal individual lives. In his series of Social or I1odern 
Drames he discusses moral issues--these issues concern mar-
riage, the family, the human being against a social order. 
Hedda Gabler is one of the most notable of these dramas 
It was probably begun at Gossensass :tn the Tyrol where Ibsen 
spent the autumn of 1889. In some letters to a friend, 
Emilie Bardach of Vienna, he mentions the play slightly and 
in a letter, dated December 4, 1890, to his French trans-
lator, Count Prozor, he writes the following: " 'lhe tit le 
of the play is Hedda Gabler. My intention in giving it this 
name was to indicate that Hedda, as a personality, is to be 
regarded rather as her father's daughter than as her hus-
band's wife. It was not my desire to deal in this play with 
2. Henrik Ibsen. 
Gomez de la Ma ta) 
Teatro Comgleto. (Prologue by German 
Madr:td, 19 2 -Aguilar, p. 61. 
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so-c~lled nroblems. What I principally wanted to do was to 
depict human beings, human emotions, and human destinies, 
upon a rr.roundwork of certain oftbe social conditions and 
principles of the pre:sent day."3 
Hedda Gabler was published in Copenhagen on December 
16, 1890. The earliest performance took place at the Resi-
denz Theatre in Munich on January 31, 1891 with Frau 
Conrad-Ramlo in the title role. Fru Henni nr~s played it in 
Copenhagen on February 25, 1891 and on the followir.g night 
the play had its premiere in Christiania with Froken Constan 
Bruun as Hedda. Since then the play has been produced in 
almost every corner of the world and practically ev~ry great 
actress has attempted the role of Ibsen's magnificent hero-
ine. Some of the better-known actresses who have played 
Her1da are: Elizabeth Robins, Jvlrs. Patrick Campbell, Marthe 
Brandes, Nance O'Neill, Eleonora Duse and Alla Nazimova. 
Currently it is being played in New Ycrk by Anne Meacham. 
3. Benrik Ibsen - Collected Works. (Introduction by William 
Archer) New York, 1908, Scribners, p. viii. 
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Hedda Gabler - Plot 
After her father's death, Hedda Gabler marries George 
"resman, a bookish, ooring and scholar·ly man who is awaiting 
an appo~ ntment to a professorship. She had had a vague re-
lat1_onship with Eilert Lovborg--also a literary man and an 
almo8t rival to Tesman whom he excels by far. Lovborg had 
become a dissolute drunkard until he was "redeemed" through 
the love of Thea Elvsted, a young woman who leaves her hus-
band for him. With her help, Lovborg manages to finish his 
second and most important book. 
Hedda Gabler is not happy in the world in which she 
lives: Her husband appears ridiculous to her as do his two 
old aunts --one of whom is dying --who had brought him up. 
She makes fun of one out of sheer peversity and the other's 
death leaves her absolutely indifferent. An old friend, 
the cynical and worldly Judge Brack, oN'ers her his constant 
compan:ionship. She accepts his friendship but is quite awar 
that his true intentions toward her are not at all honorable 
As the nle.y develops, Tesmen finds the manuscript to 
L~vborg's book which the latter has lost. Taking advantage 
0f this situation, Hed~a, knowing there is no copy of it, 
burns the manuscript which represents the fruit of Lovborg' s 
and Thea's love --their "cht ld". She then urges the desperate 
Lovborg to commit suicide and gives him one of the pistols 
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which had belonged to her f'atber. She tells him to die 
beautifully. Later on she learns from Judge Brack that he 
has not followed her wishes but has accidentally been shot 
in the abdomen during a brawlwitha woman of ill repute. 
Brack, who has recognized the pistol found on Lovborg' s body, 
threatens to discover Hedda's involvement in the case. 
Hedda .understands that she is now in his power. Exasperated 
by tbi s, by the small narrow world that surrounds her, and 
disgusted at the fact that she is pregnant without wanting 
it, Hedda ends her life by shootl rg herself. 
9 
Hedda Gabler 
Hedda Gabler "is a lady of twenty-nine. Face and figur:e 
dignified Bnd distingu~shed. 'Ibe color of the skin uniforrril.y 
pallid. The eyes steel gray, with a cold, open expression 
of serenity. The hair an agreeable brown of meiium tint, 
but not very thick. She is dressed in a tasteful, somewhat 
loose morning costume." 
Ibsen's descl"1ption of his heroine is extremely precise. 
Thel"e is little left for an act;ress to contribute so far as 
physical characteristics are concerned. In addition to the 
above paragraph, Hedda is also described before her entl"ance 
throup;h Aunt Julia's convel"sation with the maid, Bertha. 
·,·Je learn that ~he is "terribly grand in hel" ways 11 as Bertha 
puts it. She is General Gabler's daughter, accustomed, 
Aunt Julia explains, to quite an elegant life in her father's 
time. She rode w:tt h him "in a long black habit" with 
"feathe'~"S in her hat"· •. She is called the "beautiful Hedda 
Gabler" who cannot abide covers on chail"s and insists on 
having the maid ca 11 Tesrnan by his t j tle of Doc tor. There 
are other details which hint at her character. During 
Tesman 's scene with his aunt we find out that he bas spent 
a great deal of money in his wedding-trip since Hedda "had 
to have ittt. There is also the fact that she has broujht 
home numerous boxes from her trip. So many, in fact, that 
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Aunt Julia could n')t be driven home in the carriage because 
there was no room for her. 
Hedda is a woman of impeccable manners, a cultivated 
exquisite, tragic woman wh:>se poised, calm and even charm-
ing exterior hides a selfish and destructive demoniac force. 
In this play, Ibsen avows the pessimistic principle 
thFlt ideals can neve"r be attained and that, before such an 
impossibility, superior be ings--Hedda rises above the small 
and petty atmosphere that surrounds her --prefer death to 
submission. Much has been said about Hedda's cruelty. 
Undoubtedly Ibsen never intended to fashion her as an ap-
pealino: heroine, but neither does he ~ake her out to be a 
fundamentally evil creature. She is to be pitied and in 
reality almost irresponsible in spite of that aura of 
wickedness she bears around her rather unconsc~ously; she 
is to be pitied for she is a true lover of beauty and 
beauty mocks her--" ••• Oh, Hha t a curse of ridicule and 
vulgarity hangs over everything that I merely touch". 
Thj s 4_s why she renounces life whose mediocre eve:ryday tone 
she cannot bear. Hedda does not submit --she is proud as 
well as beautiful and perhaps less perverse than she seems-
until the last ~oment. 
Poor Hedda Gabler! Beautiful, proud, relatively evil, 
she has the greatness of an ancient goddess--a fat a 1 demon-
to whom ugliness, vulgarity and mediocrity become intoler-
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able. Thus, she despises her husband and the worJd in 
which she is condemned to exist. 
Her so-called perversity obeys a wish of looking tor 
emot:i.Cl1 s in a society whtcr1 bas given woman (I should say 
both men and women) a definite stand from which she cannot 
stray. Hedd4' s po:tential virtues have become warped and 
stunted because she has not had the courage to strike out 
against a social order. The despair of being trapped by 
a stuffy middle-class atmosphere is one of the most impor-
tant motivating factors in the pattern of her behavior. 
After reading the play many times, after going over 
numerous opinions about this woman's character, she does 
not cease to be somewhat of a mystery. True, it is one of 
the best psycholo~ically drawn characters in the history of 
drama. But, nevertheless, one would like to know (at 
least I would) even more of her past. 
There are moments when I pity Hedda tremendously. 
Othe'r Mmes I have felt snger at her cowardice. But, who 
knows :i.f one would not act as she does in the same si tuatior:? 
How can judgment be passed on a human being whose actions 
are the result of environment and a psychological make-up 
caused by a childhood dominated by an overpowering father-
figure? He.Jda cannot possibly act differently. Her psy-
chosis is also heightened by a pregnant condition which she 
finds unbearable (Who in the world would want Tesman t s 
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child?) 
Eva La Gallienne, in her Introduction to the Modern 
Library edi t:ton of Ibsen 1 s Sill Plays, says that Hedda is 
"a creature without aim or purpose in life".4 I ';elieve 
that she does have an aim in life. She seeks beauty and 
freedom--her tra~edy lies in tl:st she does not know how or 
where to find them. She does not have the courage to love 
or to he free. She only dares to dream. But how can she 
possibly do otherwise jn those surroundings? For a moment 
let us look at the people around her. There is not one 
symprJthetic character. Lovborg might be thought of as sym-
pathetic but be is as much a coward as Hedda. It is not 
Hedda's perversity that drives him to his death but his own 
impossi.bility of coping with life. The8 Elvsted believes 
herself his saviour and, as Ibsen himself says, is only a 
"conventional, sentimental, hyster ica. 1 Phil is tine n. S 
.Judge Brack is a sly, villanous, dis gusting lecher and 
George Tesman an unbearable bore. Aunt Julia is a "mar-
tyred" old busybody. 
Hedda 1 s rea 1 drama is the drama of an infinite longing 
for beauty which clashes with human insufficiency--the petty 
4. Henrik Ibsen. Six Plays, (Introduction by Eva La 
Gallienne) New York, Modern Library, 1957, p. xxv. 
S. Playwri,"hts on Playwriting. (Edited by Toby Cole) 
Ibsen's '~~:ote s on Hedda rl'8. bler, New York, Hill and Wang, 
1960, p. 161. 
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envtronment, her own cowardice. Her last gesture is one of 
tmmense scorn for bet> awn life and fot' that of the othet>s. 
It is it>onic that bet> suicide is her only beautiful deed. 
I cannot helr:: but think of bet> own wot>ds when she believes 
Lovborg has killed himself as she had inst:taucted him, "It 
gives me a sense of freedom to know that a deed of delibet>-
ate cout>ap;e is still possible in the world--a deed of spon-
taneous beauty."6 
The spine of her t>ole is at the same time the supet' 
objective of the play. It is best defined by the author's 
own wot>ds, nThe play shall deal with 'the impossible', ihat 
is, to a spit>e to and stt>ive for something which is against 
all the conventions, against that which is acceptable to 
conscious minds -Hedda's included."7 
6. Hent>ik Ibsen. Hedda Gable!'. (Translated by Edmund 
Gosse and William Archer) in Living Theatre. New York, 
Twayne, 1953, p. 320. 
7. PlaywriFhts on Playwrit'ng (Edited by Toby Cole), 
Ibsenls Notes on Hedda Gabler, New York, Hill and Wang, 
1960' p. 159. 
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Image 
My image of Hedda is tm t of an :i.ceberg with a volcano 
~nside, a volcaoo which is ready to erupt. The slif")lt tremors 
are felt durin:z the first three acts but only very slightly 
when she shows despair. She quickly covers them up. The 
volcano finally erupts at the end of tb e Third Act--the cli-
max of the play. Only here does the iceberg break--during 
the burning of Lovborg t s manuscript. 
Make-uE. 
The make-uc would be straight. I, being dark, would 
use as light a base as poss1ble. Very little rouge should be 
used ln order to obtain the :particular pallor Ibsen ·:lescribes. 
The hairdo would be simple yet in the fashion of 1890. 
Costume 
Ibsen is rather spe c if ic a bout Hedda's costumes. In 
the First Act she wears a tasteful morning costume which is 
loosely fitted. In his notes on the play he mentions that 
the costume should be blue and white. In both the Second and 
Third Acts she is dressed more formally, "to receive callers". 
In the Fnurth Act she dresses in black since she is in mourn-
ing. The important point in the costumes is that they be in 
the latest fashion of the times, extremely beautiful and e le-
gant. The colors are of course the designer's choice, but I 
see the morning costume in a pale grey-blue and the Second 
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and Third Acts costume in a very deep and dark red. 
Thea tries 1 i ty 
I believe Hedda should be pl•yed as naturally as possi-
ble. She sho~ld be extremely charmiqs but not overly so. 
She should appear honestly kind in the First Act. Only so 
can she obtain Thea's confidence and then Tesman's. Her 
inner self should be rarely apparent and only openly so at 
the play's climax. There is sane theatricality "i.n the 
scene 11'lhere she shoots at Brack but only in the first few 
moment~. Hedda is dead earnest even when she pretends she 
i. s not. 
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HEDDA GABLER 
CHARACTERS 
GEORGE TESMAN, a young man of letters. 
MRs. HEDDA TESMAN (born Gabler), his wife. 
Mrss jULIANA TESMAN, his aunt. 
MRs. ELVSTED. 
1 UDGE BRACK. 
EJLERT LovBoRo. 
BERTHA, servant to the Tesmans. 
ScENE: Sitting room in the Tesmans' villa in the western 
part of the city. 
• 
Spine of role - to aspire to and stfive for somethinG which 
is against all the conventions, against tl-;_at 
which is acceptable to concious minds - her 
ovm included 
Overall action 
Action - Act l 
to dare in order to be free 
to find a means of diversion or to occupy 
herself with something in order to avoid 
boredom 
HEDDA GABLER 
ACT I 
A spacious, pretty, and tastefully furnished sitting-
room, decorated in dark colors. In the wall at the back 
is a broad doorway, with curtains drawn aside. This 
doorway leads into a smaller room, which is furnished 
in the same style as the sitting-room. On the wall to the 
R. in this latter there is a folding-door, which leads out 
to the hall. On the opposite wall, to the L., there is a 
glass door, also with curtains drawn back. Through the 
panes of glass are seen part of a verandah, which 
projects outside, and trees covered with autumn foliage. 
On the floor in front stands an oval table with a cover 
on it and chairs around. In front of the wall on the R. 
a broad, dark, porcelain stove, a high-backed armchair, 
a foot-stool, with cushions and two ottomans. Up in 
the right-hand corner a settee and a small round table. 
In front, to L., a little away from the wall, a sofa. Op-
posite the glass door a pianoforte. On both sides of the 
doorway in the back stand etageres with pieces of terra 
cotta and majolica. Close to the back wall of the inner 
room is seen a sofa, a table, and some chairs. Above this 
sofa hangs the portrait of a handsome elderly man in a 
general's uniform. Over the table a chandelier with 
dim, milk-colored shade. A great many bouquets of 
flowers, in vases and glasses, are arranged about the 
sitting-room. Others lie on the table. Thick carpets are 
spread on the floors of both rooms. It is morning, and 
the sun shines in through the glass door. 
[Miss JULIANA TESMAN, with hat and parasol, comes 
in from the hall, followed by BERTHA, who carries a 
bouquet with paper wrapped around it. Miss TEsMAN 
is a good-natured-looking lady of about sixty-five, 
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neatly, but simply dressed in a gray walking costume. 
BERTHA is a somewhat elderly servant-maid, with a 
plain and rather countrified appearance.] 
Mxss TESMAN [stands inside the door, listens, and says un-
der her breath]. Well! I declare if I believe that they 
are up yet! 
BERTHA [in the same tone]. That's just what I said, Miss 
Juliana. Just think how late the steamer came in last 
night. And what they were doing after that! Gracious, 
the amount of things the young mistress would unpack 
before she would consent to go to bed! 
Mxss TESMAN. Yes, yes! Let them have their sleep out. But, 
at all events, they shall have fresh morning air when 
they come. [She goes to the glass door, and throws it 
wide open.] 
BERTHA [at the table, standing irresolute, with the bouquet 
in her hand]. There isn't an atom of room left any-
where. I think I shall put it down here, miss. [Lays 
down the bouquet in front of the pianoforte.] 
Mxss TESMAN. Well, you've got a new master and mistress 
at last, my dear Bertha. God knows how hard it is for 
me to part with you. 
BERTHA [tearfully]. And-for me-too! What am I to say? 
I, who have been in your service for all these years and 
years, Miss Juliana. 
Mxss TESMAN. We must take it quietly, Bertha. The truth 
is, there's nothing else to be done. George must have 
you with him in the house, you see. He must. You have 
been used to look after him ever since he was a little 
boy. 
BERTHA. Yes, miss, but I can't help thinking so much about 
her who lies at home. Poor thing, so utterly helpless! 
And then with a new servant-maid there. She'll never, 
never learn to wait on the invalid properly. 
Mxss TEsMAN. Oh! I shall get her into proper training for 
it. And I shall do most of it myself, you may be sure. 
You need not be so anxious about my poor sister, dear 
Bertha. 
BERTHA. Yes, but you know there are other things besides, 
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Miss Juliana. I am so dreadfully afraid that I shall not 
be able to suit the young mistress. 
Miss TESMAN. Now, dear me, just at first there may pos-
sibly be one thing or another --
BERTHA. For there's no doubt that she's tremendously par-
ticular. 
Miss TESMAN. Well, you can understand that. General 
Gabler's daughter. What she was used to as long as the 
General lived! Can you remember when she rode over 
with her father? In the long, black riding-habit? And 
with feathers in her hat? 
BERTHA. Yes, I should think I did. Well! if ever I thought 
in those days that she and Master George would make 
a match of it. 
Miss TESMAN. Nor I either. But by the way, Bertha, while 
I remember it, you must not say Master George in the 
future; you must say the Doctor. 
BERTHA. Oh, yes, the young mistress said something about 
that last night-the very moment she came in at the 
door. Is that so, Miss .Juliana? 
Miss TESMAN. Yes, of course it is. Recollect, Bertha, they 
made him a doctor while he was abroad. While he was 
traveling, you understand. I did not know a word 
about it until he told me down there on the quay. 
BERTHA. Well, he can be made whatever he likes, he can. 
He is so clever. But I should never have believed that 
he would have taken to curing people. 
Miss TESMAN. No, he is not that sort of doctor. [Nods 
significantly.] Besides, who knows but what you may 
soon have to call him something grander still. 
BERTHA. Not really! What may that be, Miss .Juliana? 
Miss TESMAN [smiles]. H'm!-I am not sure that you 
ought to know about it. [Agitated.] Oh, dear, oh, 
dear! if only my poor Jochum could rise from his grave 
and see what his little boy has grown into! [Glances 
around.] Taken the covers off all the furniture? 
BERTHA. Mrs. George said I was to do so. She can't bear 
covers on the chairs she says. 
Miss TESMAN. But-are they to be like this every day? 
BERTHA. Yes, I believe so. Mrs. George said so. As to the 
doctor, he didn't say anything. 
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[GEORGE TEsMAN enters, humming, from the R. side 
into the back room, carrying an empty open hand-bag. 
He is of middle height, a young-looking man of thirty-
three, rather stout, with an open, round, jolly counte-
nance, blond hair and beard. He wears spectacles and 
is dressed in a comfortable, rather careless indoor suit.] 
Miss TESMAN. Good-morning, good-morning, George. 
TESMAN. Aunt Julie! Dear Aunt Julie! [Walks up to her 
and shakes her hand.] Right out here so early. Eh? 
Miss TESMAN. Well, you can fancy I wanted to look after 
you a little. 
TEsMAN. And that although you have not had your usual 
night's rest! 
Miss TESMAN. Oh, that doesn't matter the least in the 
world. 
TEsMAN. Well, did you get safe home from the quay? Eh? 
Miss TESMAN. Oh, dear me, yes, thank God! The Judge 
was so kind as to see me home right to my door. 
TESMAN. We were so sorry we could not take you up in the 
carriage. But you saw yourself-Hedda had so many 
boxes that she was obliged to take with her. 
Miss TEsMAN. Yes, it was quite dreadful what a quantity 
of boxes she had. 
BERTHA [to TESMAN]. Shall I go up and ask the mistress 
whether I can help her? 
TESMAN. No, thank you, Bertha-it is not worth while for 
you to do that. If she wanted anything she would ring, 
she said. 
BERTHA [to the R.]. Yes, yes, all right. 
TEsMAN. But look here-take this bag away with you. 
BERTHA [takes it]. I will put it up in the garret. [She goes 
out through the hall door.] 
TESMAN. Just fancy, Aunt, that whole bag was stuffed full 
of nothing but transcripts. It is perfectly incredible 
what I have collected in the various archives. Wonder-
ful old things, which nobody had any idea of the ex-
istence of. 
Miss TESMAN. Yes, indeed, you have not wasted your time 
on your wedding-journey, George. 
TESMAN. No, I may say I have not. But do take off your 
hat, Aunt. Look here. Let me untie the bow. Eh? 
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Miss TESMAN [while he does it]. Oh, dear me! it seems 
exactly as if you were still at home with us. 
TESMAN [turns and swings the hat in his hand]. Well, what 
a smart, showy hat you have got for yourself, to be sure. 
Miss TESMAN. I bought it for Hedda's sake. 
TESMAN. For Hedda's sake, eh? 
Miss TESMAN. Yes, in order that Hedda may not be 
ashamed of me when we are walking in the street to-
gether. 
TESMAN [patting her under the chin]. You positively think 
of everything, Aunt Julie! [Puts the hat on a chair 
close to the table.] Now, look here, let us sit down here 
on this sofa and chat a little until Hedda comes. 
[They sit down. She places her parasol on the settee.] 
Miss TEsMAN [takes both his hands in hers and looks at 
him]. How nice it is to have you, George, as large as 
life, before one's very eyes again. Oh, my dear, you 
are poor Jochum's own boy. 
TESMAN. And for me, too! To see you again, Aunt Julie! 
You who have been both father and mother to me. 
Miss TESMAN. Yes, I know very well that you are still fond 
of your old aunts. 
TESMAN. And so there's no improvement in Aunt Rina. Eh? 
Miss TESMAN. Ah, no, there is no improvement for her to 
be hoped for, poor thing. She lies there just as she has 
lain all these years. But I pray the Lord to let me keep 
her a while yet. For I don't know how I could live 
without her, George. Most of all now, you see, when I 
have not you to look after any longer. 
TESMAN [pats her on the back]. Come, come! 
Miss TEsMAN. Well, but remember that you are a married 
man now, George. Fancy its being you who carried off 
Hedda Gabler! The lovely Hedda Gabler. Think of it! 
She who had such a crowd of suitors around her! 
TESMAN [hums a little and smiles contentedly]. Yes, I ex-
pect I have plenty of good friends here in town that 
envy me. Eh? 
Miss TESMAN. And what a long wedding-journey you 
made, to be sure! More than five--nearly six months. 
TESMAN. Well, it has been a sort of travelling scholarship 
--
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for me as well. All the archives I had to examine! And 
the mass of books I had to read through! 
Miss TESMAN. Yes, indeed, I expect so. [More quietly and 
in a lower voice.] But now listen, George-haven't you 
anything-anything particular to tell me? 
TESMAN. About the journey? 
Miss TEsMAN. Yes. 
TESMAN. No, I don't think of anything more than I have 
mentioned in my letters. I told you yesterday about 
my taking my doctor's degree while we were abroad. 
Miss TESMAN. Oh, yes, yes, you told me that. But I mean 
-haven't you any-any particular-prospects--? 
TESMAN. Prospects? 
Miss TESMAN. Good God, George-I'm your old aunt! 
TESMAN. Oh, yes, I have prospects. 
Miss TESMAN. Well! 
TEsMAN. I have an excellent chance of becoming a pro-
fessor one of these days. 
Miss TEsMAN. Yes, a professor--! 
TEsMAN. Or-I might even say, I am certain of becoming 
one. But, dear Aunt Julie, you know that just as well 
as I do! 
Miss TESMAN [giggling]. Yes, of course I do. You are quite 
right about that. [Crosses over.] But we were talking 
about your journey. It must have cost a lot of money, 
George? 
TESMAN. No, indeed. That large stipend went a long way 
toward paying our expenses. 
Miss TESMAN. But I can scarcely understand how you can 
have made it sufficient for two of you. 
TEsMAN. No, no, it is not easy to make that out, is it? Eh? 
Miss TESMAN. And when it is a lady that is your travelling 
companion. For I've heard that that makes everything 
frightfully more expensive. 
TESMAN. Yes, of course-rather more expensive it certainly 
is. But Hedda was bound to have that journey, Aunt! 
She was really bound to have it. We could not have 
done anything else. 
Miss TESMAN. No, no, you could not. A wedding-trip is 
quite the proper thing nowadays. But tell me-have 
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you made yourself quite comfortable here in these 
rooms? 
TESMAN. Oh, yes, indeed. I have been busy ever since it 
was light. 
Mrss TESMAN. And what do you think of it all? 
TESMAN. Splendid. Perfectly splendid! The only thing I 
don't know is what we shall do with the two empty 
rooms between the back-room there and Hedda's bed-
room. 
Mrss TESMAN [smiling]. Oh, my dear George, you may 
find a use for them in the-course of time. 
TESMAN. Yes, you are quite right about that, Aunt Julie. 
For, as I add to my collection of books, I shall-eh? 
Mrss TEsMAN. Just so, my dear boy. It was your collection 
of books I was thinking about. 
TESMAN. I am most pleased for Hedda's sake. Before we 
were engaged she said that she never wanted to live 
anywhere else than in Mrs. Falk's villa. 
Mrss TESMAN. Yes, fancy!-and that it should happen to 
be for sale just when you had started on your journey. 
TESMAN. Yes, Aunt Julie, there is no doubt we were in 
luck's way. Eh? 
Mrss TESMAN. But expensive, my dear George! It will be 
expensive for you-all this place. 
TESMAN [looks rather dispiritedly at her]. Yes, I daresay 
it will be, Aunt. 
Mrss TEsMAN. Oh, my goodness! 
TESMAN. How much do you think? Give a guess. Eh? 
Mrss TESMAN. No, I can't possibly tell till all the bills come 
m. 
TESMAN. Well, fortunately Judge Brack has bargained for 
lenient terms for me. He wrote so himself to Hedda. 
Mrss TESMAN. Yes, do not bother about that, my boy. Be-
sides I have given security for the furniture and all the 
carpets. 
TESMAN. Security? You? Dear Aunt Julie, what sort of 
security could you give? 
Mrss TESMAN. I have given a mortgage on our income. 
TESMAN [jumps up]. What! On your-and Aunt Rina's 
income! 
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Miss TESMAN. Yes, you know, I did not see any other way 
out of it. 
TESMAN [stands in front of her]. But you must be mad, 
Aunt! The income-that is the only thing which you 
and Aunt Rina have to live upon. 
Miss TESMAN. Well, well, don't be so excited about it. It 
is all a matter of form, you know. Judge Brack said so 
too. For it was he who was so kind as to arrange the 
whole thing for me. Merely a matter of form, he said. 
TESMAN. Yes, that may well be. But at the same time--
Miss TESMAN. And now you will have your own salary to 
draw from. And, dear me, supposing we have to fork 
out a little? Pinch a little at first? It will merely be like 
a pleasure for us, that will. 
TESMAN. Oh, Aunt, you will never be tired of sacrificing 
yourself for me! 
Miss TEsMAN [stands up and places her hands on his 
shoulders]. Do you think I have any other joy in this 
world than to smooth the way for you, my dear boy? 
You, who have never had a father or a mother to look 
after you. And now we stand close to the goal. The 
prospect may have seemed a little black from time to 
time. But, thank God, it's all over now, George! 
TESMAN. Yes, it really is marvellous how everything has 
adapted itself. 
Miss TESMAN. Yes, and those who opposed you-and tried 
to bar your way-they have all had to submit. They 
are fallen, George! He who was the most dangerous of 
all-he is just the one who has fallen worst. And now 
he lies in the pit he digged for himself-poor misguided 
man! 
TESMAN. Have you heard anything about Ejlert? Since I 
went away, I mean . 
.Miss TEsMAN. Nothing, except that he has been publishing 
a new book. 
TESMAN. Not really? Ejlert Lovborg? Quite lately? Eh? 
Mrss TESMAN. Yes, they say so. Heaven knows if there can 
be much good in it. No, when your new book comes 
out-that will be something different, that will, 
George! What is the subject to be? 
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TESMAN. It will treat of the domestic industries of Brabant 
during the Middle Ages. 
Miss TESMAN. Fancy your being able to write about that as 
well! 
TESMAN. At the same time, it may be a long while before 
the book is ready. I have these extensive collections, 
which must be arranged first of all, you see. 
Miss TESMAN. Yes, arrange and collect-you are good at 
that. You are not poor .Jochum's son for nothing. 
TESMAN. I am so awfully glad to be going on with it. Es-
pecially now that I have a comfortable house and 
home to work in. 
Miss TESMAN. And first and foremost, now you have her 
who was the desire of your heart, dear George. 
TESMAN [embraces her]. Oh, yes, yes, Aunt Julie. Hedda 
-she is the loveliest part of it all! [Looks toward the 
doorway.] I think she's coming now, eh? 
[HEDDA approaches from the L. through the back room. 
She is a lady of twenty-nine. Face and figure dignified 
and distinguished. The color of the skin uniformly pal-
lid. The eyes steel-gray, with a cold, open .expression of 
serenity. The hair an agreeable brown, of medium tint, 
but not very thick. She is dressed in tasteful, somewhat 
loose morning costume.] 
Miss TESMAN. Good-morning, dear Hedda! Good-morn-
ing! 
1. HEDDA [stretching her hand to her]. Good-morning, dear 
--wss Tesman! Paying a visit so early? That was 
friendly of you. 
Miss TESMAN [seems a little embarrassed]. Well, have you 
slept comfortably in your new home? 
:EbJmA._Oh, yes, thanks! Tolerably. 
TEsMAN [laughs]. Tolerably. Well, that is a joke, Hedda! 
You were sleeping like a stone, when I got up. 
2. Ih:.oDA.... Fortunately. We have to accustom ourselves to 
everything new, Miss Tesman. It comes little by little. 
[Looks toward the L.] Ugh!-the girl has left the 
balcony door open. There is a perfect tide of sunshine 
in here. 
Miss TESMAN [goes to the door]. Well, we will shut it. 
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HEDDA. No, no, don't do that! Dear Tesman, draw the cur-
- -----rams. That gives a softer light. 
TESMAN [at the door]. All right-all right. There, Hedda 
-now you have both shade and fresh air. 
HEDDA. Yes, there is some need of fresh air here. All these 
----ttowers -- But, dear Miss Tesman, won't you sit 
down? 
Miss TESMAN. No, thank you. Now I know that all is go-
ing on well here, thank God. And I must be getting 
home again now. To her who lies and waits there so 
drearily, poor thing. 
TESMAN. Give her ever so many kind messages from me. 
And say that I am coming over to see her today, later 
on. 
Miss TEsMAN. Yes, I will. Oh! but-George. [Fumbles in 
the pocket of her cloak.] I almost forgot. I have some-
thing here for you. 
TESMAN. What is it, Aunt? Eh? 
Miss TEsMAN [brings up a flat package wrapped in news-
paper and gives it to him]. Look here, my dear boy. 
TESMAN [opens it]. No! you don't say so. Have you really 
been keeping this for me, Aunt Julie! Hedda! This is 
positively touching! Eh? 
HEDDA [by the ltageres to the R.]. Yes, dear, what is it? 
TESMAN. My old morning shoes! My slippers! 
HEDDA. Ah, yes! I remember you so often spoke of them 
-while we were travelling. 
TESMAN. Yes, I wanted them so badly. [Goes to her.] You 
shall just look at them, Hedda. 
1 HEDDA [goes away toward the stove]. No, thanks, I really 
• don't care about doing that. 
TESMAN [following her]. Just think-Aunt Rina lay and 
embroidered them for me. So ill as she was. Oh, you 
can't believe how many memories are bound up in 
them. 
HEDDA~ by the table]. Not for me personally. 
Miss ESMAN. Hedda is quite right about that, George. 
TESMAN. Yes, but I thought that now, now she belongs to 
the family. 
2. HEDDA [interrupting]. We shall never be able to get on 
--wntl that servant, Tesman. 
l. 
2. 
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Miss TESMAN. Not get on with Bertha? 
TEsMAN. What do you mean, dear? Eh? 
15 
HEDpA [points]. Look there! She has left her old hat be-
hind her on the chair. 
TESMAN [horrified, drops the slippers on the floor]. But, 
Hedda--
HEDDA. Think-if any one came in and saw a thing of that 
kind. 
TESMAN. But-but, Hedda-it is Aunt Julie's hat! 
HEDDA. Really? 
Mtss TESMAN [takes the hat]. Yes, indeed, it is mine. And 
it is not old at all, little Mrs. Hedda. 
If.E.DD.L..I really did not look carefully at it, Miss Tesman. 
Miss TESMAN [putting on the hat]. This is positively the 
first time I have worn it. Yes, I assure you it is. 
TESMAN. And it is smart too! Really splendid! 
Miss TESMAN. Oh, only moderately, my dear George. 
[Looks around.] My parasol? Here it is. [Takes it.] 
For this is also mine. [Murmurs.] Not Bertha's. 
TESMAN. New hat and parasol! Think of that, Hedda! 
HEDDA. And very nice and pretty they are. 
I ESMAN. Yes, are they not? Eh? But, Aunt, look carefully 
at Hedda before you go. See how nice and pretty she 
is! 
Miss TESMAN. Oh, my dear, there is nothing new in that. 
Hedda has been lovely all her days. [She nods and 
goes to the R.] 
TESMAN [follows her]. Yes, but have you noticed how 
buxom and plump she has become? How she has filled 
out during our trip? 
lim;wA. [walks across the floor]. Oh! don't! 
MISS TESMAN [stops and turns around]. Filled out? 
TESMAN. Yes, Aunt Julie, you don't notice it so much now 
she has her wrapper on. But I, who have opportunity 
of--
HEDDA [at the glass door, impatiently]. Oh, you have no 
opportunity for anything! 
TESMAN. It must be the mountain air down there in the 
Tyrol--
HEDDA [sharply, interrupting]. I am exactly as I was when 
--ntarted. 
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TESMAN. Yes, that is what you maintain. But I declare that 
you are not. Do not you think so, Aunt? 
Mrss TESMAN [folds her hands and gazes at her]. Hedda is 
lovely-lovely-lovely. [Goes to her, bends her head 
down with both her hands, and kisses her hair.] God 
bless and preserve Hedda Tesman. For George's sake. 
l:IEDDA [gently releases herself]. Oh! let me go. 
Mrss TESMAN [quietly agitated]. I shall come in to have 
a look at you every single day. 
TESMAN. Yes, do, Aunt! Eh? 
Mrss TEsMAN. Good-bye-good-bye! 
[She goes out through the hall door. TESMAN follows 
her out. The door stands half open. TEsMAN is heard 
to repeat his messages to Aunt Rina and thanks for the 
slippers. At the same time, HEDDA walks across the 
floor, lifts her arms and clenches her hands as if dis-
tracted. Draws the curtains from the glass door, re-
mains standing there, and looks out. Shortly after, 
TEsMAN comes in again and shuts the door behind 
him.] 
TESMAN [takes the slippers up from the floor]. What are 
you standing there and looking at, Hedda? 
HEDDA [once more calm and self-possessed]. I was merely 
standing and looking out at the foliage. It is so yellow. 
And so withered. 
TESMAN [admires the slippers and lays them on the table]. 
Yes, we have got into September now. 
HEDDA [agitated again]. Yes, think-we are already in-in 
---"S"eptember. 
TESMAN. Did not you think Aunt Julie was odd? Almost 
mysterious? Can you make out what was the matter 
with her? Eh? 
lb.DD.A.- I scarcely know her. Is she accustomed to be like 
that? 
TEsMAN. No, not as she was today. 
H.f.D.DA._[goes away from the glass door]. Do you think she 
was offended about the hat? 
TEsMAN. Oh! nothing much! Perhaps just a very little for 
the moment--
HEDDA. But what a way of behaving to throw one's hat 
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away from one here in the drawing-room! One does 
not do that. 
TESMAN. Well, you can depend upon it, Aunt Julie is not 
in the habit of doing so. 
L o ~- All the same I shall take care to make it all right 
again with her. 
TEsMAN. Yes, dear, sweet Hedda, you will do that, won't 
you? 
HEDDA. When you go to see them later on today, you can 
----ask her to come here this evening. 
TEsMAN. Yes, that I certainly will. And then there is one 
thing you could do which would please her immensely . 
.lflllmA. What? 
TESMAN. If you could only persuade yourself to say "Thou" 
to her. For my sake, Hedda? Eh? 
2 o ~ No, no, Tesman-that you really must not ask me 
to do. I have told you so once before. I shall try to call 
her Aunt. And that must be enough. 
TESMAN. Very well, very well. But I merely thought, that 
now you belong to the family--
~ H'm-I am not perfectly sure. [Goes across the 
floor toward the doorway.] 
TESMAN [after a pause]. Is anything the matter with you, 
Hedda? Eh? 
H~ I was merely looking at my old piano. It does not 
seem to match very well with all the rest. 
TESMAN. The first time I am paid we will see about getting 
it changed. 
3 o HEDDA. No, no-not changed. I will not have it taken away. 
--we can put it into the back room. And we can have 
another here in its place. When there's an occasion, I 
mean. 
TESMAN [slightly embarrassed]. Yes, we can do that. 
4o~[takes up the bouquet on the piano]. These flowers 
were not here when we came last night. 
TESMAN. Aunt Julie must have brought them for you. 
tfEDDA [looks into the bouquet]. A visiting card. [Takes 
it out and reads.] "Am coming again later in the day." 
Can you guess whom it is from? 
TESMAN. No. From whom, then? Eh? 
HEDDA. The name is "Mrs. Elvsted." 
lo to dismiss the 
situation 
2. to refuse 
3o to demand a new 
piano 
Ll-o l:;o f:i_nd out uho 
the flov.•ers are 
from 
l. to tease him 
2. to investi3ate 
Lovborg's 
vJherea7Jouts 
3. to put hsr ut ease 
l. 
2. 
3. 
18 HEDDA GABLER [ACT I 
TESMAN. Not really? Mrs. Elvsted! Miss Rysing, her name 
used to be. 
HEDDA. Just so. She with the irritating hair which she went 
---around and made a sensation with. Your old flame, 
I've heard. 
TEsMAN [laughing]. Well, it did not last long. And that 
was before I knew you, Hedda, that was. But fancy 
her being in town! 
HEDDA. Extraordinary that she should call upon us. I have 
--scarcely known her since our being at school together. 
TESMAN. Yes, and I have not seen her for-goodness knows 
how long. How she can endure living up there in that 
poky hole. Eh? 
~ [considers, and suddenly says]. Listen, Tesman-is 
it not up there that there is a place which he haunts-
he-Ejlert Lovborg? 
TEsMAN. Yes, it is somewhere up there in that neighbor-
hood. 
[BERTHA appears in the hall door.] 
BERTHA. She has come again, ma'am-that lady who was 
here just now and left the flowers. [Points.] Those you 
are holding, ma'am. 
HEDDA. Ah! is she? Then will you show her in? [BERTHA 
----ojJens the door for MRs. ELVSTED, and goes out her-
self. MRs. ELVSTED is a slender figure, with a pretty, 
gentle face. The eyes are light blue, large, round, 
and somewhat prominent, with a frightened, ques-
tioning expression. Her hair is singularly bright, almost 
white-gold, and unusually copious and wavy. She is a 
year or two younger than HEDDA. Her costume is a 
dark visiting-dress, which is in good taste, but not in 
the latest fashion. HEDDA comes pleasantly to meet 
her.] Good-day, dear Mrs. Elvsted. It is awfully nice 
to see you again. 
MRs. ELVSTED [nervously trying to get self-command]. Yes, 
it is very long since we met. 
TESMAN [holding out his hand to her]. And we two, also. 
Eh? 
HEDDA. Thanks, for your lovely flowers --
MRs. ELVSTED. Oh, please-! wanted to have come here at 
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come. For now, as you know, he has become a re-
formed character. 
HEDDA. Up at Sheriff Elvsted's, yes. But then he did go, 
---affer all? 
BRACK. Yes, you see, Mrs. Hedda, unfortunately the spirit 
came upon him last evening up at my house --
HEDDA. Yes, I hear he became very inspired. 
BRACK. Inspired to a somewhat violent degree. Well, he 
changed his mind, I suppose. For we men, we are un-
fortunately not so firm in our principles as we ought 
to be. 
HEDDA. Oh, I am sure you are an exception, Mr. Brack. 
----"But now about Lovborg --? 
BRACK. Well, to make a long story short, he found a haven 
at last in Miss Diana's parlors. 
REwA Miss Diana's? 
BRACK. It was Miss Diana who gave the party. To a select 
circle of admirers and female friends. 
HEDDA. Is she a red-haired girl? 
BRACK. Just so. 
HEDDA. Such a sort of-opera-singer? 
BRACK. Oh, yes-that as well. And with it all a mighty 
huntress-after the gentlemen-Mrs. Hedda. You must 
have heard of her. Ejlert Lovborg was one of her 
warmest protectors in his influential days. 
HEDDA. And how did all this end? 
BRAcK. Not quite so amiably, I must confess. Miss Diana 
passed from the tenderest greetings to mere logger-
heads--
HEDDA. Toward Lovborg? 
BRAcK. Yes. He accused her or her friends of having robbed 
him. He declared that his pocket-book was gone. And 
other things, too. In short, he made a horrible spectacle 
of himself. 
HEDQA And what did that lead to? 
BRAcK. That led to a general rumpus between all the ladies 
and gentlemen. Happily, the police came up at last. 
HEDDA What, did the police come? 
BRACK. Yes. But it was a costly joke for that mad fellow, 
Ejlert Lovborg. 
HeppA How? 
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BRACK. He made a violent resistance. Then he struck one 
of the constables in the ear, and tore his coat to pieces. 
So then he was walked off to the police-station. 
HEDDA. How do you know all this? 
BRACK. From the police themselves. 
liEimA.. [looks before her]. So that is how it has all hap-
pened. Then he did not have vine-leaves in his hair? 
BRACK. Vine-leaves, Mrs. Hedda? 
HE.I:ula.. [changes her tone]. But now, tell me, Judge, why, 
really, do you go about in this way, tracking and spying 
after Ejlert Lovborg? 
BRAcK. In the first place, it can be no matter of indiffer-
ence to me that when it comes before the magistrates 
it should appear that he came straight from my house. 
HEDDA. Then it will come before the magistrates? 
BRAcK. Of course. Besides, whatever my reason may have 
been, I thought that it was only my duty, as a friend 
of the house, to let you and Tesman have a full account 
of his nocturnal exploits. 
HEpnA But precisely why, Mr. Brack? 
BRACK. Well, because I have a lively suspicion that he will 
use you as a sort of screen. 
HEDDA. No, but how can you think of such a thing? 
BRACK. Oh, good Lord, we are not blind, Mrs. Hedda . .Just 
look here! This Mrs. Elvsted, she is in no hurry to 
leave town. 
HEDDA. Well, if there was anything between those two, 
---nlere are many other places where they can meet. 
BRACK. No family. Every respectable house will from this 
time forth be closed to Ejlert Lovborg. 
HEDDA. And so ought mine to be, you think? 
BRACK. Yes. I confess that it will be more than distressing 
for me if this gentleman fixes himself here. If he, as a 
superfluous and an irrelevant element should force 
himself into --
HEDDA. Into the triple alliance? 
:BRiroK:"" Just so. It would be the same for me as being home-
less. 
HEDDA. So, to be sole cock of the walk, that is your object? 
BRAcK [nods slowly and lowers his voice]. Yes, that is my 
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object. And that object I will fight for with all the 
means I have at my disposal. 
l. I:IFQN [while her smile fades away]. You are certainly a 
dangerous person, when it comes to the point. 
BRACK. Do you think so? 
I:IFnna Yes, I begin to think so now. And I am glad of it 
with all my heart-so long as you do not in any way 
get a hold over me. 
BRACK [laughs ambiguously]. Yes, yes, Mrs. Hedda, you 
are perhaps right about that. Who knows whether I 
may not be man enough to get such a hold? 
2 ~ No, but listen to me, Mr. Brack! It is almost as 
• though you were sitting there and threatening me. 
BRACK [rises]. Oh, far from it! The triple alliance you see 
is best confirmed and defended by voluntary action. 
~ That is my opinion, too. 
BRACK. Yes, and now I have said what I wanted to say, and 
I must be getting back. Good-by, Mrs. Hedda. [He 
goes to the glass door.] 
H~DA. Are you going through the garden? 
BRACK. Yes, it is the nearer way for me. 
~ Yes, and then it is the back way too. 
BRACK. Very true. I have no objection to back ways. At the 
proper moments they may be piquant enough. 
li.EDDA.. When there is firing with shot going on. 
BRACK [in the door, laughs to her]. Oh! one does not shoot 
one's domestic fowls! 
liEDDA. [laughs also]. Oh, no! if one has not more than the 
one, then--
[They nod, as they laugh, and say good-by. He goes. 
She shuts the door after him. HEDDA stands for a while, 
gravely, and looks out. Then she goes and peeps in 
through the curtains to the back room. Then goes to 
the writing-table, takes LOvBORG's packet down from 
the bookcase, and begins to turn the pages. BERTHA's 
voice is heard loud in the hall. HEDDA turns and listens. 
Then rapidly locks the packet up in the drawer and 
puts the key in the plate of the inkstand. EJLERT Lov-
BORG, with his overcoat on and his hat in his hand, 
bursts the hall-door open. He looks somewhat confused 
and excited.] 
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LovBORG [turning toward the hall]. And I tell you I must 
and I will go in! There! [He shuts the door, turns, 
sees HEDDA; he immediately regains his self-command 
and bows.] 
HEDDA [at the writing-table]. Well, Mr. Lovborg, you are 
-·---pretty late in coming to fetch Thea. 
LovBoRo. Or else it is pretty early to be calling on you. I 
hope you will excuse me. 
H~JmA. How do you know she is still here? 
LovBoRG. They told me at her lodgings that she had been 
out all night. 
HEDDA [crosses to the drawing-room table]. Did you notice 
--how the people looked when they said that? 
LovBORG [looks inquiringly at her]. How the people look~? 
HEDDA. I mean whether they seemed to think it was odd? 
LUv:Boao [suddenly comprehending]. Oh, yes, that is quite 
true! I drag her down with me! At the same time I did 
not notice anything. Has Tesman not got up yet? 
HJ:D~. No, I don't think so. 
LOvBORG. When did he get home? 
liF.DDA. Awfully late. 
LovBoao. Did he tell you anything? 
HEDDA. Yes, I heard that you had had a very jolly time at 
---1\lr. Brack's. 
Lovooao. Nothing else? 
HEDDA. No, I don't think so. Besides I was so fearfully 
--sreepy. 
[Mas. ELVSTED comes in through the curtains in the 
background.] 
Mas. ELVSTED [goes toward him]. Ah, LOvborg! At 
last--! 
LovBoao. Yes, at last! And too late! 
Mas. ELvsTED [sees the anguish in his face]. What is too 
late? 
LovBoao. All is too late now. It is all over with me. 
Mas. ELvsTED. Oh, no, no--don't say that! 
LovBORG. You will say it yourself, when you have 
heard--
Mas. ELVSTED. I will hear nothing! 
HEDDA. Perhaps you would like best to talk to her alone? 
--n so, I'll go. 
• 
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LOvBoRo. No, stay-you too. I beg you to stay. 
MRS. ELVSTED. Yes, but I don't wish to hear anything, I 
tell you. 
LovBORG. It is not last night's adventures that I wish to 
speak about. 
MRs. ELVSTED. What is it, then? 
LOVBORG. It is about this-that our paths must now be 
parted. 
MRs. ELVSTED. Parted? 
HEDDA [involuntarily]. I knew it! 
I::ovBORG. For I have no more use for you, Thea. 
MRs. ELVSTED. And you can stand here and say that! No 
more use for me! Can't I help you just as I did before? 
Can't we go on working together? 
LOvBORG. I don't mean to do any work after today. 
MRs. ELVSTED [in despair]. Then what shall I do with my 
life? 
LOvBORG. You must try to live your life as if you had never 
known me. 
MRs. ELVSTED. But I cannot do that! 
LovBORG. Try whether you can, Thea. You must go home 
again. 
MRs. ELVSTED [in agitation]. Never in this world! Where 
you are, there will I also be! I will not allow myself to 
be hunted away like that! I will stay here where I am! 
Be with you, when the book comes out. 
HEDDA [aside, in suspense]. Ah! the book-yes! 
LOvBoRG [looks at her]. My book and Thea's. For that's 
what it is. 
MRs. ELVSTED. Yes. I feel it is that. And therefore I have a 
right to be with you when it comes out! I wish to see 
to it that esteem and honor are poured out over you 
again. And the joy-the joy, that I will share with you. 
LovBORG. Thea--our book will never come out. 
.IWmA. Ah! 
MRs. ELVSTED. Never come out? 
LOvBORG. Can never come out. 
MRs. ELVSTED [in agonized foreboding]. LOvborg-what 
have you done with the sheets? 
1 ~looks excitedly at him]. Yes, the sheets--? 
MRs. ELVSTED. Where have you put them? 
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LovBORG. Oh, Thea-don't ask me that. 
MRs. ELVSTED. Yes, yes, I will know. I have a right to be 
told at once. 
LOvBORG. The sheets! Well, then-the sheets, I have torn 
them into a thousand fragments. 
MRs. ELVSTED [screams]. Oh, no, no--! 
lh:nnA. [involuntarily]. But it is not--
LovBORG [looks at her]. Not true, do you think? 
1. HEDDA [recovers herself]. Yes, indeed. Of course. When 
----you yourself say it. But it sounded so improbable. 
LovBoRo. True all the same. 
MRs. ELVSTED [wrings her hands]. Oh, God! Oh, God! 
Hedda-torn his own work to pieces. 
LovBORG. I have torn my own life to pieces. So that I might 
well tear my life's work to pieces too --
MRs. ELVSTED. And did you do that last night? 
LovBORG. Yes, I tell you! Into a thousand pieces. And scat-
tered them on the fjord. Far out! There is, in any case, 
fresh salt water there. Let them drift out into it. Drift 
in the tide and wind. And then in a little while they 
sink. Deeper and deeper. As I am doing, Thea. 
MRs. ELVSTED. Do you know, Lovborg, that this about the 
book-all my life it will present itself to me, as if you 
had killed a little child. 
LovBORG. You are right in that. It is a sort of infanticide. 
MRs. ELVSTED. But how could you then--? I had my 
part, too, in the child. 
H~ [almost inaudible]. Ah, the child --
MRs. ELVSTED [breathing heavily]. It's all over. Yes, yes, 
') now I am going, Hedda. 
"- • H~ But you are not going away from town? 
MRs. ELVSTED. Oh! I don't know myself what I shall do. 
Everything is dark before me now. [She goes out 
through the hall door.] 
3 llmmA. [stands and waits a little]. You are not going to go • home with her, then, Lovborg? 
LovBORG. I? Through the streets? Do you suppose people 
ought to see her walking with me? 
HEDDA. I don't know what else happened last night. But is 
it so absolutely irretrievable? 
LovBoRo. It is not merely last night. I know that perfectly 
r 
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well. But it is this, that I don't want to live that kind 
of life either. Not now over again. It is the courage of 
life and the defiance of life that she has snapped in me. 
Ih:.DilA [looking in front of her]. The sweet little simpleton 
has had her fingers in the destinies of a man. [Looks 
at him.] But how could you be so heartless to her, all 
the same? 
LovBORG. Oh, don't say that it was heartless! 
HEDDA. Go and destroy what has filled her thoughts for 
--sllch a long, long time! You don't call that heartless? 
LovBoRG. To you I can speak the truth, Hedda. 
HEDDA. The truth? 
LoVBORG. Promise me first-give me your word upon it, 
that what I now confide to you, you will never let 
Thea know. 
I:!~ You have my word upon it. 
LovBoRG. Good. Then I will tell you that that was not true 
which I stood here and declared. 
HEDDA. That about the sheets? 
LoVBORG. Yes. I have not torn them into fragments. I have 
not thrown them into the fjord either. 
1 ,.HEDDA No, no-- But-where are they, then? 
LOVBORG. I have destroyed them all the same! To all intents 
and purposes, Hedda. 
~ I don't understand that. 
LovBoRG. Thea said that what I had done was the same to 
her as murdering a child. 
HEDDA. Yes, that's what she said. 
avBORG. But, to kill one's child-that IS not the worst 
thing you can do to it. 
HEDDA. That not the worst? 
LovBOio. No. That is the worst which I wished to shield 
Thea from hearing about. 
liEimA.. And what then is this worst? 
LOvBORG. Suppose now, Hedda, that a man-about such an 
hour in the morning as this-after a wild night of 
carouse, came home to the mother of his child and 
said: Listen-I have been here and there. In this place 
and that place. And I have taken your child with me. 
To this place and that place. I have lost the child. 
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Utterly lost it. The Devil knows into whose hands it 
has fallen. Who may have had their fingers in it. 
HEDDA. Ah! but, after all-this was nothing more than a 
-oo-ok--
LOvBORG. The pure soul of Thea was in that book. 
HEOOA.- Yes, I understand that. 
LovBoao. And therefore you understand also that between 
her and me there is no future henceforward. 
HEDDA. And which way will you go? 
I:Ovffi5Ro. No way. Merely see how I can make an end al-
together. The sooner the better. 
3 • HEDDA [a step nearer]. Ejlert Lovborg-now listen to me. 
- ---could you not contrive-that it should be done beau-
tifully? 
LovBoRo. Beautifully? [Smiles.] With vine-leaves in my 
hair, as you used to fancy--
HEDDA. Oh, no! The vine-leaf-I don't think anything 
more about that! But beautifully, all the same! .Just for 
once-Good-by! You must go now. And don't come 
here any more. 
LovBoao. Good-by, Mrs. Tesman. And give a message to 
George Tesman from me. [He is going.] 
l{§.DDA. No, wait! You shall take with you a keepsake from 
me. [She goes to the writing-table and opens the drawer 
and pistol-case. Comes back to LoVBORG with one of 
the pistols.] 
LovBORG [looking at her]. This? Is this the keepsake? 
HEDDA [nods slowly]. Do you recollect it? It was aimed 
----m you once. 
LovBoao. You should have used it then . 
.liE.oua. Look here! You use it now. 
LoVBORG [puts the pistol into his breast pocket]. Thanks! 
HEDDA. And do it beautifully, Ejlert Lovborg. Only promise 
- me"that! 
LovBORG. Good-by, Hedda Gabler. [He goes out through 
the hall door.] 
[She then goes to the writing-table and takes out the 
packet with the manuscript, peeps into the envelope, 
pulls one or two of the leaves half out, and glances at 
them. She then takes the whole of it and sits down in 
the armchair by the stove. She holds the packet in her 
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lap. After a pause, she opens the door of the stove, and 
then the packet also.] 
.BEonA. [throws one of the sheets into the fire and whispers 
to herself]. Now I am burning your child, Thea! You 
l. with your curly hair! [Throws several sheets into the 
fire.] Your child and Ejlert LOvborg's child. [Throws 
the rest in.] Now I am burning-am burning the child. 
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Same room at TESMAN's. It is evening. The drawing-
room is in darkness. The back-room is lighted up by 
the chandelier over the table. The curtains in front of 
the glass door are drawn. 
[HEDDA, in black, goes to and fro over the floor in the 
darkened room. Then she passes into the back-room, 
and crosses over to the L. side. There are heard some 
chords on the piano. Then she comes in again and 
enters the drawing-room. BERTHA comes from the L., 
through the back-room, with a lighted lamp, which she 
puts on the table in front of the settee in the drawing-
room. Her eyes are red with weeping, and she has black 
ribbands in her cap. She walks quietly and carefully 
out to the L. HEDDA goes to the glass door, moves the 
curtain a little to one side, and looks out into the 
darkness. Soon after, Miss ThsMAN arrives, in black, 
with hat and veil on, in from the hall. HEDDA goes 
toward her with her hands outstretched.] 
Miss TESMAN. Yes, Hedda, I come in the colors of sorrow. 
For at last my poor sister has found rest. 
l. I:ll:...lllll\. I know it already, as you see. Tesman sent me a 
card. 
Miss TESMAN. Yes, he promised me he would. But I 
thought, all the same, that to Hedda, here-in the 
house of life-! ought myself to be the herald of death. 
~. That was very kind of you. 
Miss TEsMAN. Oh! Rina ought not to have left us just now. 
Hedda's house ought not to be weighed down with 
grief at such a time as this. 
2. HEDDA [diverting her]. She died very quietly, didn't she, 
Miss Tesman? 
Miss TESMAN. Oh, so exquisitely-so peacefully she de-
parted. And then, the unspeakable joy that she saw 
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George once more, and was able really to say good-by 
to him! Has he not come home yet? 
HEDDA. No. He wrote that I must not expect him at once. 
--!rut do sit down. 
Mrss TESMAN. No, thanks, dear, blessed Hedda! I should 
so like to. But I have so little time. Now I have to lay 
her out and adorn her as well as I can. She shall go 
down to her grave looking really nice. 
l • HEDDA. Can't I help you with anything? 
"l.IiSSTESMAN. Oh! don't you think of that! Hedda Tes-
man must not touch such work! Nor let her thoughts 
fasten upon it either. Not at this time, no! 
Hvnn+. Oh! one's thoughts-they don't obey such mas-
ters--
Mrss TEsMAN [continuing]. Yes, dear Lord, that is how 
the world goes. At home with me we must now be 
sewing linen for Rina. And here there will soon be seen 
sewing too, I can very well imagine. But that will be 
of another sort, that will, thank God! 
[GEoRGE TESMAN enters through the hall-door.] 
HEDDA. Well, that is a good thing, you have come at last. 
TEsMAN. Are you here, Aunt .Julie? With Hedda? Fancy 
that! 
Mrss TEsMAN. I was just going away, my dear boy. Well, 
have you arranged everything as you promised me? 
TESMAN. No, I am really afraid I have forgotten half of it, 
dear. I shall rush over to you again tomorrow. For to-
day my head seems absolutely bewildered. I can't keep 
my thoughts together. 
Mrss TEsMAN. But, dear George, you must not take it in 
this way. 
TEsMAN. What? How do you mean? 
Mrss TESMAN. You must rejoice even in grief. Glad for 
what has happened. As I am. 
TESMAN. Oh! yes, yes. You are thinking about Aunt Rina. 
!!~It will be lonesome for you now, Miss Tesman. 
Mrss TESMAN. The first few days, yes. But that won't last 
very long; dear Rina's little room will not always be 
empty, that I know. 
TESMAN. Indeed? Who is going to move into it? Eh? 
Mrss TESMAN. Oh, there is always some poor invalid or 
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other, who needs to be looked after and tended, un-
fortunately. 
J;i@QA. Will you really take such a burden upon you? 
Miss TEsMAN. Burden? God forgive you, child, that has 
never been a burden to me. 
tlJ.ill!lJ\. But now if a stranger should come, then surely--
Miss TESMAN. Oh! one soon becomes friends with sick 
people. And I haven't any such great need to have any-
one to live for, either. No, God be praised and thanked 
-here in the house there will be this and that going 
l on that an old aunt may have a hand in. 
• ~. Oh, don't speak about our house. 
TESMAN. Yes, fancy, what a lovely time we three can have 
together, if--
~.If-? 
TESMAN [unquiet]. Oh, nothing. That will arrange itself 
all right. Let us hope so. Eh? 
Miss TESMAN. Yes, yes. You two have something to chat 
about, I can well understand. [Smiles.] And Hedda 
has also something to tell you, perhaps, George. Good-
by! Now I must go home to Rina. [Turns at the door.] 
Goodness, how strange it is to think that Rina is at 
home with me and is with poor Jochum as well! 
TESMAN. Yes, fancy that, Aunt .Julie! Eh? 
[Miss TESMAN goes out through the hall-door.] 
2 .HEDDA [follows TESMAN coldly and critically with her 
- - ·-eyes]. I almost think that the death upsets you more 
than it does her. 
TESMAN. Oh, it is not the death alone. It is Ejlert whom I 
am so uneasy about. 
::J #~~~ [quickly]. Is there anything new about him? 
TESMAN. I wanted to run up and tell him this afternoon 
that the manuscript was in· safe-keeping. 
H~. Well? Did you not find him? 
TESMAN. No. He was not at home. But afterward I met 
Mrs. Elvsted, and she told me that he had been here 
early this morning. 
HEDDA. Yes, directly after you went. 
Th'SMAN. And he had said that he had torn his manuscript 
to bits. Eh? 
!!_~~~~·Yes, that's what he declared. 
ACI IV] HEDDA GABLER 79 
TESMAN. Well, but he must have been completely out of 
his mind. And then did you not give it back to him 
either, Hedda? 
&91M.. No, he did not get it. 
TEsMAN. But you told him that we had it? 
l. H.,!~· No. [Quickly.] Did you tell Mrs. Elvsted? 
TESMAN. No, I would not do that. But you ought to have 
told him yourself. Fancy if, in despair, he should go 
away and do himself an injury! Let me have the manu-
script, Hedda! I will rush round with it to him at once. 
Where is the package? 
2 llim!A. [cold and immovable, supported by the armchair], 
• I haven't got it any longer. 
TESMAN. Haven't got it? What in the world do you mean? 
~. I have burned it all up-the whole of it. 
TESMAN [breaks into a shriek]. Burned! Burned, Ejlert's 
manuscript! 
3 . HEDDA. Don't shriek so. The servant might hear you. 
TESMAN. Burned! But, good God--! No, no, no--this is 
absolutely impossible . 
.!IEDDA. Well, it is so, anyhow. 
TESMAN. But do you know what you have been doing, 
Hedda? It is an illegal proceeding with goods found. 
Think of that! Yes, if you only ask Judge Brack, he 
will tell you what it is. 
HEDDA. It is certainly best that you should say nothing about 
--u,lleither to the Judge nor to anyone else. 
TESMAN. Yes, but how could you go and do anything so 
monstrous? How could such a thing come into your 
mind? How could it occur to you? Answer me that. 
Eh? 
4 HEDDA [suppresses an almost imperceptible smile]. I did it 
• for your sake, George. 
TESMAN. For my sake! 
..!IE.ImA. When you came home yesterday and said that he 
had been reading aloud to you --
TESMAN. Yes, yes, well? 
_fuDDA. Then you acknowledged that you envied him the 
work. 
TESMAN. ·oh, my goodness, I didn't mean that literally. 
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HEDDA. All the same, I could not bear the idea that anyone 
----erse should put you into the shade. 
TESMAN [in an outburst between doubt and joy]. Hedda, 
oh! is that the truth you are saying! Yes, but-yes, but 
-I never noticed that your love took that form before. 
Fancy that! 
1 • HEDDA. Well, it is best that you should know-that just at 
---uiis time-- [Breaks off.] No, no--you can ask Aunt 
Julie for yourself. She will give you information 
enough. 
TESMAN. Oh, I almost believe that I understand you, 
Hedda! [Clasps his hands together.] No, good lord, is 
that possible! Eh? 
2 • HEnn• Don't shout so. The servant might hear. 
TESMAN [laughing in excess of joy]. The servant! No, you 
really are fun, Hedda! The servant-is just Bertha! I 
will go out and tell Bertha myself. 
3 . I;lEDDA [wrings her hands as if in despair]. Oh, it's killing 
me, it's killing me, all this! 
TESMAN. What is, Hedda? Eh? 
&..!IDA...[ coldly, in self-command]. All this ridiculous non-
sense, George. 
TESMAN. Ridiculous? That I am so intensely happy! But 
at the same time-perhaps it is not worth while that 
I should say anything to Bertha. 
L~. ~Oh, no, why should you not do so? 
TESMAN. No, no, not yet. But Aunt .Julie must undoubtedly 
be told. And then, that you begin to call me George as 
well! Fancy that! Oh! Aunt Julie, she will be so happy, 
so happy! 
HEDDA. When she hears that I have burned Ejlert LOvborg's 
papers for your sake? 
TESMAN. No, that's true too! That affair with the papers, 
of course nobody must know about that. But that you 
burned for me, Hedda-Aunt Julie must really have 
her share in that! But now I should like to know 
whether that sort of thing is usual with young wives? 
Eh? 
HEDDA. You ought to ask Aunt Julie about that too, it seems 
----rome. 
TESMAN. Yes, I really will do so when I have an oppor-
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tunity. [Looks uneasy and pensive again.] No, but-
no, but the manuscript then! Good lord, it is frightful 
to think of poor Ejlert, all the same. 
[MRs. ELVSTED, dressed as during her first visit, with 
hat and mantle, comes in through the hall-door.] 
MRs. ELVSTED [greets them hurriedly and says, with agita-
tion]. Oh, dear Hedda, don't be angry with me for 
coming again. 
1. HEDDA. What has happened to you, Thea? 
TESMAN. Is there anything wrong again with Ejlert LOv-
borg? Eh? 
MRs. ELVSTED. Oh, yes-! am so dreadfully afraid that a 
misfortune has happened to him. 
HEDDA [seizes her arm]. Ah !-do you think so? 
TESMAN. No, but, good lord-how can you imagine such 
a thing, Mrs. Elvsted! 
MRs. ELvsTED. Yes, for I heard them talking about him in 
the pension, just as I came in. Oh, the most hideous 
rumors about him are going around the town today. 
TESMAN. Yes, fancy, I heard that too! And I can bear wit-
ness that he walked straight home and went to bed. 
Fancy! 
HEDDA. Well, what did they say in the pension? 
MRs. ELVSTED. Oh! I could not get any clear account! 
Either they knew nothing exact, or else -- They 
stopped talking when they saw me. And I did not dare 
to ask. 
TESMAN [uneasily about the floor]. We must hope-we 
must hope that you heard wrong, Mrs. Elvsted! 
MRs. ELVSTED. No, no, I am certain that it was him they 
were talking about. And then I heard them say some-
thing about the hospital or--
TESMAN. The hospital! 
2 • HEDDA, No-that is quite impossible! 
M'RS:'"ELVSTED. Oh, I was so deadly frightened about him. 
And then I went up to his lodgings and asked for him 
there. 
!!~Could you persuade yourself to do that, Thea? 
MRs. ELVSTED. Yes, what else could I do? For it did not 
seem to me that I could endure the uncertainty any 
longer. 
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TESMAN. But you did not find him, even there? Eh? 
MRs. ELvSTED. No. And the people knew nothing about 
his movements. He had not been home since yesterday 
afternoon, they said. 
TESMAN. Yesterday! Fancy they're saying that! 
MRs. ELVSTED. Oh, I think that nothing else is possible but 
that something wrong must have happened to him! 
TEsMAN. What do you say, Hedda-to my going and mak-
ing inquiries at various places --
HEDDA. No, no-don't you mix yourself up in this affair. 
-·-TJuDGE BRACK, with his hat in his hand, comes in 
through the hall-door, which BERTHA opens and closes 
behind him. He looks grave, and bows in silence.] 
TEsMAN. Oh, is that you, dear Judge? Eh? 
BRACK. Yes, of course I felt obliged to come to you this 
evening. 
TESMAN. I can see that you have had a message from Aunt 
Julie. 
BRACK. Yes, I have. 
TESMAN. I~n't it sad? Eh? 
BRACK. Well, dear Tesman, that depends on the way in 
which one takes it. 
TESMAN [looks inquiringly at him]. Has anything else 
happened? 
BRACK. Yes, there has. 
HEDDA [eagerly]. Anything distressing, Mr. Brack? 
'BRACK. Again, that depends on how one takes it, Mrs. Tes-
man. 
MRs. ELVSTED [in an involuntary outburst]. Oh! it has 
something to do with Ejlert Lovborg! 
BRACK [looks slightly at her]. What makes you think that, 
madame? Perhaps you already know something? 
MRs. ELVSTED [distracted]. No, no, I don't in any way; 
but--
TESMAN. But, good gracious, do tell us what it is! 
BRACK. Well, unhappily, Ejlert Lovborg has been taken to 
the hospital. He lies there at the point of death. 
MRs. ELVSTED [shrieks]. 0 God! 0 God! 
TEsMAN. To the hospital! And at the point of death! 
HEDDA [involuntarily]. So quickly too! 
-------, 
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MRs. ELVSTED [wailing]. And we, who parted in anger, 
Hedda! 
l.HEDDA [whispers]. But Thea-Thea there! 
~LVSTED [paying no attention to her]. I must go to 
him. I must see him alive! 
BRACK. It is of no use, madame. No one may see him. 
MRs. ELVSTED. Oh, but only tell me, what has happened 
to him? What is it? 
TESMAN. Yes, you don't mean to say that he bas-him-
self-- Eh? 
HEDDA. Yes, I am certain that he has. 
TESMAN. Hedda, how can you know? 
BRACK [keeps his eyes fixed upon her]. Perhaps you have 
guessed quite correctly, Mrs. Tesman. 
MRs. ELVSTED. Oh, how horrible! 
TESMAN. Himself too! Fancy that! 
HEDDA. Shot himself! 
BRAcK. Guessed right again, Mrs. Tesman. 
MRs. ELvsTED [tries to be calm]. When did it happen, Mr. 
Brack? 
BRACK. This afternoon, between three and four. 
ThsMAN. But, good lord-where did he do it, then! Eh? 
BRACK [a little hesitating]. Where? Yes, my dear Tesman 
-he must have done it in his own lodgings. 
MRs. ELVSTED. No, that can't be right. For I was there be-
tween six and seven. 
BRAcK. Well, then somewhere else. I don't exactly know. I 
only know he was found-- He had shot himself-
through the breast. 
MRs. ELVSTED. Oh, how terrible to think of! That he 
should come to such an end. 
2 ~[to BRAcK]. Was it through the breast? 
BRAcK. Yes, as I say. 
HEDDA. Then not through the temple? 
~. Through the breast, Mrs. Tesman. 
HEDDA. Yes, yes-the breast is also a good place. 
BRAcK. What, Mrs. Tesman? 
3 l!wmA [evasively]. Oh, no, nothing. 
TESMAN. And the wound is dangerous, you say? Eh? 
BRACK. The wound is absolutely mortal. It is probably all 
over with him by this time. 
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MRs. ELVSTED. Yes, yes, I have a foreboding! It is all 
over! All over! Oh, Hedda--! 
TESMAN. But tell me-where did you learn all this? 
BRACK [shortly]. Through one of the police. One whom I 
had to speak to. 
1 • liED.DA.. [half aloud]. At last a positive act! 
TESMAN [terrified]. God save us-Hedda, what are you 
saying? 
liEDDA.. I say that there is something beautiful in this. 
BRACK. Hum, Mrs. Tesman --
TESMAN. Beautiful! No, fancy that! 
MRs. ELVSTED. Oh, Hedda, how can you talk about beauty 
in such a matter? 
HEDDA. Ejlert Lovborg has settled the account with himself. 
-"He has had the courage to do what-what had to be 
done. 
MRs. ELVSTED. No, never believe that that is what has hap-
pened. What he has done, he has done in his delirium. 
TEsMAN. In despair he has done it! 
HEDDA. That he has not. I am certain of that. 
MRS:""ELVSTED. Yes, he has! In delirium! Just as when he 
tore our sheets to fragments. 
BRAcK [starting]. The sheets? The manuscript, do you 
mean? Has he tom that into fragments? 
MRs. ELVSTED. Yes, he did that last night. 
TESMAN [whispers softly]. Oh, Hedda, we shall never get 
clear of this. 
BRACK. H'm, that was extraordinary. 
TESMAN [crosses the floor]. Only to think of Ejlert's going 
out of the world in this way! And not to leave behind 
him what would have given such a lasting reputation 
to his name--
MRs. ELVSTED. Oh, if it only could be put together again! 
TESMAN. Yes, think, if it only could! I don't know what I 
would give--
MRs. ELvsTED. Perhaps it can, Mr. Tesman. 
TESMAN. What do you mean? 
MRs. ELVSTED [searches in the pocket of her mantle]. Look 
here. I hid the loose scraps which he used when he 
dictated. 
HEDDA [a step closer]. Ah --! 
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TEsMAN. You have kept them, Mrs. Elvsted? Eh? 
Mas. ELVSTED. Yes, I have them here, I took them with 
me when I left home. And they have been lying here 
in my pocket--
TESMAN. Oh, do just let me see them! 
Mas. ELVSTED [passes him a bundle of small pages]. But 
they are in such disorder! All higgledy-piggledy. 
TEsMAN. Fancy, if we could only arrange them. Perhaps if 
we two set our heads together--
Mas. ELVSTED. Yes, let us try, at all events. 
TESMAN. It shall come right! It must come right! I will 
dedicate my life to this task! 
1. liEDl:.lA. You, George? Your life? 
2. 
TESMAN. Yes, or more properly speaking, all the time I can 
spare. Lord, there is no use in wailing over what has 
happened. Eh? We will try to quiet ourselves down as 
much as possible and --
Mas. ELvsTED. Yes, yes, Mr. Tesman, I will do the best I 
can. 
TESMAN. Well, then come here. We must see about the 
notices at once. Where shall we sit? Here? No, in 
there in the back-room. Excuse us, my dear Brack! 
Come with me, then, Mrs. Elvsted. 
Mas. ELVSTED. Oh, God-if it only might be possible! 
[TESMAN and Mas. ELVSTED come into the back-
room. She takes off her hat and mantle. They both sit 
down at the table under the chandelier, and become 
absorbed in an eager examination of the papers. 
HEDDA crosses to the stove and sits down in the arm-
chair. A little later BRACK crosses to her.] 
HEDDA [in a low voice]. Oh, Judge-what a relief this is 
--mxmt Ejlert Lovborg. 
BRAcK. Relief, Mrs. Hedda? Yes, indeed, it is a relief for 
him--
HEDDA. I mean, for me. A relief to know that it is still pos-
sible for an act of voluntary courag-e to take place in 
this world. Something over which there falls a veil of 
unintentional beauty. 
BRACK [smiles]. H'm-dear Mrs. Hedda --
~- Oh, I know what you are ?;Oing to say. For you 
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BRACK [looks firmly at her]. Ejlert Lovborg has been more 
to you than, perhaps, you are willing to admit to your-
self. Or is that a mistake of mine? 
HEDDA. I don't answer you such questions as that. I only 
--mow that Ejlert Lovborg has had the courage to live 
his life after his own fashion. And then now-the great 
act! That over which the sense of beauty falls! That he 
had force and will enough to break away from the 
banquet of life-so early. 
BRACK. I am sorry, Mrs. Hedda-but I am obliged to 
destroy this pretty piece of imagination of yours. 
l!F.Dn.L Imagination? 
BRACK. Which in any case you would soon abandon for 
yourself. 
HEDDA. And what is it then? 
lfRACK. He has not shot himself-voluntarily. 
H~ Not voluntarily? 
BRACK. No. The affair about Ejlert Lovborg does not run 
on quite the same lines that I drew just now. 
liEDnA.. [excitedly]. Have you concealed something? What 
is it? 
BRACK. For poor Mrs. Elvsted's sake I used a few small 
circumlocutions. 
llE.ooA.. What are they? 
BRACK. First, that he is really already dead. 
~ At the hospital? 
BRACK. Yes. And without regaining consciousness. 
liE.Ima.. What more have you concealed? 
BRACK. This, that the event did not occur in his room. 
HEDDA. Well, that is of no particular consequence. 
1rRACK. You are mistaken. For I have to tell you-Ejlert 
Lovborg was found shot in-in Miss Diana's boudoir. 
H.~ [will jump up, but sinks back again]. That is im-
possible, Mr. Brack! He cannot have been there again 
today! 
BRACK. He was there this afternoon. He came to beg for 
something, he said, which had been taken away from 
him. Talked wildly about a child, that was lost--
HEDDA Ah! 
BRACK. I thought that perhaps it might be his manuscript. 
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But that, I hear, he himself destroyed. So that it must 
have been the pocketbook; ' 
I . HE.ol:lA. Yes, no doubt. And there-so there he was found. 
BRACK. Yes, there. With a discharged pistol in his breast 
pocket. The shot had been fatal. 
2 . .I!E.nDA. In the breast-yes. 
BRACK. No-it struck him in the abdomen. 
~ [looks up at him with an expression of disgust]. 
3 • That too! Oh, what a curse of ridicule and of vulgarity 
hangs over everything that I merely touch. 
BRACK. There is one point more, Mrs. Hedda. Something 
which also may be looked upon as rather squalid. 
L~ • • HEDDA. And what is that? 
BRACK. The pistol which he carried--
HE.DnA [breathless]. Well! What then? 
BRACK. He must have stolen it. 
5. HEDDA [leaps up]. Stolen! That is not true! He did not 
-7"8teal it! 
BRACK. No other solution is possible. He must have stolen 
it. Hush! 
[TESMAN and MRs. ELVSTED have risen from the ta-
ble in the back-room, and enter the drawing-room.] 
TESMAN [with the papers in both his hands]. Hedda, dear, 
it is hardly possible for me to see there under the chan-
delier. Think of that! 
BRACK. Yes, I am thinking. 
TESMAN. Would you mind our sitting for a little while at 
your writing-table? Eh? . 
HEDDA. Yes, as far as I am 'concerned. [Rapidly.] Now, 
6 . - wait! Let me clear it first! 
TESMAN. Oh, that doesn't matter at all, Hedda. There is 
plenty of room. 
7 . HEDDA. No, no, let me just clear it first, I say. Carry all 
----nlese things in, and put them on the piano. There! 
[She has pushed an object, covered with note-paper, 
under the bookcase, puts several other papers on, and 
carries the whole into the back-room. TESMAN lays the 
scraps of manuscript on the writing-table and moves 
the lamp then from the corner table. He and MRs. 
ELVSTED sit down and proceed with their work. 
HEDDA returns. Behind MRs. ELVSTED's chair, gently 
----- 4-- --- -..--
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1 . strokes her hair.] Well, my sweet Thea, how goes it 
with Ejlert Lovborg's monument? 
MRs. ELVSTED [looks dispiritedly up at her]. Oh, goodness, 
it will be awfully hard to make it all out. 
TEsMAN. It must be done. There is nothing else for it. And 
this, to set other people's papers in order, is just the 
work I am fitted for. 
[HEDDA goes over to the stove and seats herself on one 
of the ottomans. BRACK stands over her, leaning on the 
armchair.] 
2 HEDDA [whispers]. What was that you said about the 
..-- pistol? 
BRACK [softly]. That he must have stolen it. 
HEDDA. Why must he have stolen it? 
BRA"C'K:-Because no other explanation can be possible, Mrs. 
Hedda. 
HEDDA. Ah, really! 
BRACK [glances at her]. Ejlert Lovborg was here this morn-
ing, of course. Isn't that so? 
HEDDA. Yes. 
BRACK. Were you alone with him? 
..l!.Jilllli\. Yes, part of the time. 
BRACK. Did you leave this room while he was here? 
l:!lwD.A. No. 
BRACK. Just consider. Were you not out of the room a mo-
ment? 
l!lw1M. Yes, perhaps just a moment-out in the hall. 
:?~ BRACK. And where was your pistol-case during that time? •HEDDA. I had that down in--
:a-RACK.. Well, Mrs. Hedda? 
4 .Ii~. The case stood there away on the writing-table. 
BRAcK. Have you looked there since to see whether both 
the pistols are there? 
~.No. 
BRAcK. There is no need. I saw the pistol Lovborg had car-
ried. And I knew it again at once from yesterday. And 
from before that too? 
5 .HEDDA. Have you got it with you, perhaps? 
BRACK. No, the police have it. 
6 ~. What will the police do with the pistol? 
• BRAcK. Search till they find out who was the proprietor. 
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HEDDA. Do you think that that can be discovered? 
BRACK [bends over her and whispers]. No, Hedda Gabler 
-not so long as I hold my tongue. 
1 HEDDA, [looks shyly at him]. And if you do not hold your 
• tongue-what then? 
BRACK [shrugs his shoulders]. There is always the theory 
that the pistol was stolen. 
HEDDA [rapidly]. Rather die! 
BRACK r smiles]. That's what people say. But nobody does 
it. 
-;}!EDDA [without replying]. And supposing that the pistol 
• -was not stolen, and the proprietor is discovered. What 
will happen then? 
BRACK. Yes, Hedda-then the scandal comes. 
HEDDA. The scandal--? 
'B&A"CX: Yes, the scandal, about which you are now in such 
a mortal terror You will, of course, be brought into 
, court. Both you and Miss Diana. She will have to ex-
plain what the whole matter was about. Whether it 
was an accidental shot or murder. Was he trying to 
take the pistol out of his pocket to fire at her? And -
then did the shot go off? Or did she tear the pistol out 
of his hand, shoot him, and then push the pistol back 
into his pocket? That would be quite like her. For she 
is a stout wench, this same Miss Diana. 
3H~!Pyut all this repulsive business does not affect me. 
BRACK. No. But you will have to answer the question: Why 
did you give Ejlert Lovborg the pistol? And what con~ 
elusions will people form ·from the fact that you did 
give it to him? 
.1lE.!:ulA [lets her head sink]. That is true. I did not think 
of that. 
BRACK. Well, fortunately there is no danger, so long as I 
hold my tongue. 
JIEDDA [looks up at him]. So I am in your power, Judge. 
You have me bound hand and foot from this time 
forward. 
BRACK [whispers softly]. Dearest Hedda-believe me-l 
shall not misuse my position. 
HEDDA. All the same-entirely in your power. Subject to 
your desire and will. A slave. A slave, then! [Rises 
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impetuously.] No-1 will not endure the thought of 
that! Never. 
BRACK [looks half-mockingly at her]. One gets used to the 
inevitable. 
HEDDA [returns his look]. Yes, perhaps. [She crosses to the 
--w- riting-table. Suppresses an involuntary smile and imi-
tates TESMAN's tone of voice.] Well? Is it a success, 
George? Eh? . 1 . 
TESMAN. Lord knows, dear. In any case it will be the work 
of entire months. 
HEDDA [as before]. No, fancy that! [Passes her hands softly 
----rlirough MRs. ELVSTED's hair.] Is it not a strange 
2 • thing, Thea? You are sitting here with Tesman just in 
the same way as you used to sit with Ejlert Lovborg. 
MRs. ELVSTED. Oh, goodness, if I could only inspire your 
husband in the same way. 
HEDDA. Oh, that will come-in time. 
TES'MAN. Yes, do you know, Hedda-it really does seem 
as if I was beginning to perceive something of that 
kind. But go and sit down again with Brack! 
3 • ...HE.D.D.A. Is there nothing I can do here to make myself use-
ful to you two? 
TESMAN. No, nothing in the world. [Turns his head.] For 
the rest of the evening you must be kind enough, dear 
Judge, to supply Hedda with society. 
BRACK [with a glance at HEDDA]. It will be an immense 
pleasure to me. 
4. HEDDA. Thanks. But I am tired this evening. I will go in 
··· and lie down on the sofa a little. 
TESMAN. Yes, do so, dear. Eh? 
[HEDDA goes into the back-room and draws the cur-
tains to behind her. Short pause. Suddenly she is heard 
playing a wild dance-music within on the piano.] 
MRs. ELVSTED [rises from her chair]. Ugh, what is that? 
TESMAN [runs to the doorway]. But, dearest Hedda-
don't play dance-music this evening! .Just think of 
Aunt Rina! And of Ejlert too! 
5 • _!IEDDA [puts her head out between the curtains]. And of 
Aunt Julie. And of all the rest of them. I will be quiet 
after this. [Closes the curtains again.] 
TESMAN [at the writing-table]. She does not like to see us 
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at this distressing work. I tell you what, Mrs. Elvsted, 
you shall move in to Aunt Julie's, and then I shall be 
able to come up in the evenings. And then we can sit 
and work there. Eh? 
MRs. ELVSTED. Yes, perhaps that would be best--
~ [in the back-room]. I hear what you are saying, 
Tesman. But how am I to get through the evenings 
out here? 
TESMAN [turning over the papers]. Oh, Mr. Brack is so 
kind, that I have no doubt he will look after you. 
BRACK [in the armchair, shouts vivaciously]. Every blessed 
evening, with all my heart, Mrs. Tesman. We will have 
great fun here together, we two! 
- &OOA. [clearly and firmly] . Yes, do you not cherish that 
hope, Judge? You, as sole cock of the walk. 
1 [A shot is heard within. TESMAN, MRs. ELVSTED, and 
• BRACK leap to their feet.] 
TEsMAN. Oh, now she is fingering those pistols again. [He 
throws the curtains aside, and runs in, followed by 
MRs. ELVSTED. HEDDA lies extended lifeless on the sofa. 
Confusion and noise. BERTHA comes in from the R. 
TESMAN shrieks to BRACK.) Shot herself! Shot herself 
in the temple! Fancy that! 
BRACK [half-fainting in the armchair]. But, may God take 
pity on us, people don't do such things as that. 
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"Hedda Gabler": Frederick Rolf and Anne Meacham. 
Undoubtedly the best play in town at the 
moment is Hedda Gabler, and it is salutary 
to be reminded by that masterpiece of what 
the theatre can offer when it is used by gen-
ius. I do not, however, altogether share the 
general enthusiasm for Anne Meacham's Hed-
da. To give the play its full impact, we ought 
to discover only slowly the full awfulness of 
which she is capable. As it is, Miss Meacham 
arrives on the stage looking like a cobra about 
to strike. There is never the slightest doubt 
about her intentions. In fact, however, her in-
tentions are not clear even to herself at that 
stage. It is the shock of coming home to a hum-
drum existence, to unexpected poverty, that 
releases the devil in her, and if that is not 
made plain, Ibsen's subtle transitions of feel-
ing are irretrievably coarsened. All the same, 
Miss Meacham, if she loses on subtlety, scores 
heavily in her adumbrations of evil. As Judge 
Brack, Frederick Rolf is darkly effective, and 
Lester Rawlins is suitably muffish as Tesman. 
David Ross has directed the play as the first 
of an Ibsen cycle, and I hope his small theatre-
in-the-oblong will be filled throughout that 
commendable venture, although once again 
the translation-by Michael Meyer-proved a 
disappointment. For some reason Ibsen's trans-
lators are either arthritic, like William Archer, 
or jaunty. Mr. Meyer is jaunty, as if he had not 
full confidence in the original text. 
"HEDDA GABLER"-One of the most impressive perform-
ances of the season anywhere has been that of Anne Meacham 
in Ibsen's drama off Bro.•dway. The chill fury and neurotic 
tension of her Hedda are epitomized in the moment when 
she tears up Eilert Lovborg's manuscript and burns it. 
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